
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 









.^^ 



} 


m 


i 


■1 ^ i 


m 





Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE PILOTS OF POMONA: 

A STOKY OF THE OKKNEY ISLANDS. 



''' Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




HALCRO IS LATE FOR SCHOOL. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE PILOTS OF POMONA; 



A STORY OF THE ORKNEY ISLANDS. 



BY 



KOBEKT LEIGHTON. 



WITH EIGHT PAGE ILLUSTRATIONS BY JOHN LEIGHTON. 




LONDON: 

BLACKIE & SON, Limitbd, 49 OLD BAILEY, E.C. 

GLASGOW, EDINBURGH, AND DUBLIN. 

1892. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CONTENTS. 



Chap. Page 

I. In which I AM LATB FOB ScHOOL, 9 

II. Andrew Dbevkb's School, 13 

III. A Half-holidat, 18 

IV. Sandy Ericson, Pilot, . . . , 23 

V. The Hen-habbibb, 28 

VI. "Betteb Geab than Rats," 37 

VII. What the Shingle bevealed, 43 

VIII. Dividing the Spoil, 47 

IX. Captain Gobdon, 69 

X. The Dominie explains, 64 

XI. Mt Sister Jessie, . 73 

XII. A Tragedy and a Tbanspobtation, 83 

XIII. In which I beceive a Present, 87 

XIV. Thora, 90 

XV. In which, the Viking's Amulet is proved, ... 97 

XVI. Wherein I go a-fishing, 112 

XVII. How the Golden Rule was kept, 120 

XVIII. The Wreck op the "Undine," 132 

XIX. Tom Kinlay's Bargain, 140 

XX. The Opposition Boat, 149 

XXI. The Rescue, 160 

XXII. After the Accident, 166 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



VI CONTENTS. 

Chap. Page 

XXIII. Gray's Inn, 169 

XXIV. Carver Kinlay's Sdocbss, 178 

XXV. A Family Removal, 188 

XXVI. A Subterranean Adventure, 196 

XXVI I. A Family Misfortune, 211 

XXVIII. Captain Flett of the "Falcon," 217 

XXIX. In which the "Falcon" sets Sail, .... 224 

XXX. An Orcadian Voyage, 233 

XXXI. An Arctic Waif, 242 

XXXII. The Last of the "Pilgrim," 252 

XXXIII. The Light in the Gaulton Cave, 267 

XXXIV. Colin Lothlan makes an Accusation, .... 260 
XXXV. A Search and a Discovery, 273 

XXXVI. Trapped in the Cave, 281 

XXXVII. In which I am put under Arrest, 288 

XXXVIII. Accused of Murder, 296 

XXXIX. An Unprofessional Inquiry, 302 

XL. EfHRAiM Quendale, 323 

XLI. The Last of the Kinlays, 333 

XLII. A Choice among Three, 339 

XLIII. Thora's Answer, 348 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ILLUSTEATIONS. 



Page 
Halcro is late fob School, FrarUis. 16 



The Fight in the Churchyabd, 68 

"If it's shelter you're seeking, I say No," ... .125 

Halcro is left to sink or swim, 169 

An Adventure down the Cliffs, 203 

Afloat on the Arctic Sea, 247 

An Arrest in the Queen's Name, 286 

"'TwAS him that did it," 817 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




Google 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE PILOTS OF POMONA: 

A STORY OF THE ORKNEY ISLANDS. 



■^ Digitized by VjOOQIC 



10 THE PILOTS OF POMONA. 

of one of the tiny stone piers that support the old 
houses along the shore-line, my bare feet dangling 
above the clear green water, I thought only of my 
fishing-line and of the row of bright-scaled sillocks 
that lay on a stone at my side, being quite unmindful 
that the school bell had long since begun to ring. 

A small boat passed within a few yards of the jetty, 
rowed by Tom Kinlay, one of my school-fellows. 

"Now, then, Ericson," he cried out as he saw me; 
"d'ye not hear the bell? Hurry up, lad, or youll be 
late again. Aha! Ill tell the dominie that your sitting 
there fishing when you should be at the school Come 
away now, or ye'U get your licks." 

Without seeming to hear his warning, I drew in my 
line with a good young coal-fish at the end of it, and 
quietly counted my catch. There were just three-and- 
twenty fish, and I could not resist the temptation of 
making up the even two dozen; so I baited my hook 
again and cast it into the water, meditating as I did 
so upon Kinlay's unnecessary interference. 

Now Tom Kinlay,! must tell you, was some twelve 
months older than I, and, as I had reason to remember, 
much taller and stronger. In our early school-days 
he had exercised a tyranny over me which I even now 
recall with feelings partly of indignation against him, 
and partly of shame in myself for having so foolishly 
bent under the yoke of his oppression. When we 
went bathing, as we frequently did, out on the further 
shores of the bay, he would not scruple to lead us 
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younger lads into the deepest waters, and, when we 
were far beyond our depth and almost exhausted, he 
would swim behind us and force us under, for the 
mere cruel pleasure, I believe, of seeing our struggles 
and hearing our cries below the surface. From some 
fancied sense of duty we allowed ourselves meekly to 
serve and obey him. When we went on a cliff-climb- 
ing expedition he would choose to remain in safety up 
above on the banks holding the rope, while it was we 
who were sent down the dangerous precipice to harry 
the sea-birds' nests. 

I had not yet forgiven Tom for what he had done a 
few days earlier than this spring morning. It hap- 
pened this way: 

Four of us had a boat out on the bay, and we sailed 
about from point to point, fancying ourselves sailors 
voyaging on foreign seaa Our dingey, we imagined, 
was a sailing vessel, and the broad bay of Stromness 
represented the Atlantic Ocean. The Outer Holm we 
called " America," Graemsay Island was " Africa," and 
the Ness Point was " Spain," while a small rock that 
stood far out in the bay was "St. Helena." Tom 
Kinlay was, by his own appointment, our skipper; 
Robbie Rosson and Willie Hercus were classed able 
seamen; and my dog, Selta, and I were called upon 
to do duty for both passengers and cargo, curiously 
enough, sailing with the ship on every voyage. 

We had touched at each of these places in turn, and 
when we were homeward bound I was landed at an 
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12 THE PILOTS OF POMONA. 

imaginary port in " Spain." The boat had pushed off, 
when I called out to the skipper that I would walk 
home to Stromness if he would take the ship into port 

I had returned home and was seated at dinner, 
when I thought of the dog and looked about for her. 
But she had not come back; so I went down to the 
jetty at the end of the Anchor Close, to see if I could 
discover the boat or any of the lads. Standing there 
I heard the dog's bark across the water, and what was 
my consternation to see my pet stranded like a cast- 
away on " St. Helena"! She was tethered by a rope to 
the rock, and could not escape without help. The 
tide was rising, and the rock barely visible above the 
water. In a few minutes my dog would be drowned. 
No boat was near at hand, and there was nothing for 
it but that I should swim out to the rescue, so I had 
to strip there on the jetty and plunge in. The swim 
was a long one, and I reached the rock only just in 
time. The dog had been marooned on that little 
island, but Tom Kinlay had fastened up the boat and 
gone home, caring nothing, and neither of the other 
lads dared so far offend him as to attempt to rescue 
poor Selta without his permission. 

As I sat fishing on the pier, I was thinking of 
Kinlay's attitude towards me, and wondering if I 
should ever be able to hold my own against him in 
our outdoor intercourse as easily as I certainly could 
hold it in our class at school. But soon I was inter- 
rupted by feeling another twitch at my line. I hauled 
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in another sillock ; and having now completed my two 
dozen fish, I gathered them and my lines together, 
thrust my fish-hooks into my trousers' pocket, and 
went off to school, only staying a few minutes on the 
way to give the fish to my sister Jessie, and get my 
slate and books in exchange. 



CHAPTER 11. 

ANDREW DREVER'S SCHOOL. 

OUR school -house was situated on the braeside 
above the main street of Stromness. It was a 
plain stone building with crow-step gables and a slated 
roof; and the only indication of its purpose was a 
large board over the door, upon which Andrew Drever 
had himself imprinted the word "school" in bold 
black letters on a white ground. 

The morning's lessons were already well advanced, 
as I could hear by the hum of voices as I approached. 
Even Peter, the jackdaw, in his wicker cage at the 
open doorway, joined in the clatter of tongues. His 
quick eye noticed me hurrying to the school, and he 
sidled awkwardly along his perch, put out his long 
black beak through the bars of his cage, and flapped 
his wings with unmistakable signs of welcome. 

I was very late; so late that I half dreaded going into 
the school; and to discover if possible what humour 
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14 THE PILOTS OF POMONA. 

the schoolmaster was in, I peeped through the half- 
open window. In the inner room I could see old 
Grace Drever seated with her gray cat, beside the peat 
fire, busily twirling her spinning-wheel. Nearer to me 
Mr. Drever himself sat at a high desk, at the side of 
which hung the inevitable ''tawse;" and I did not fail 
to notice that this instrument of torture had already 
been used that morning, for it still swung with a 
gentle motion from side to side, like the pendulum of 
a lazy clock. 

Leat you should suppose that Andrew Drever was 
a severe task-master, however, let me here hasten to 
assure you that his nature was as sweet as summer. 
His methods of punishment and reward were the 
perfection of justice. In stature he was a small man, 
but his back was broad and strong, and his hands were 
firm and large. His long, straight hair was as black 
as the wing of his own jackdaw, and his cheeks, though 
thin, had a freshness of colour about them that was 
brought there by the bracing breezes of our native 
hills. 

The class was at the Latin exercises, for Latin formed 
part of our education, and I could hear Jessie Grey 
repeating a conjugation. I saw Tom Kinlay looking 
absently towards the window where I stood, and fearing 
that he would notice me, I moved a step nearer the 
door. Then I heard Mr. Drever speak. 

"Kinlay," said he, "finish the subjunctive mood, 
where Jessie Grey left off." 
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Tom's trembling voice betrayed his ignorance of the 
lesson. 

"Regor, I am ruled; regeris, thou — " 

" No, no/' interrupted the master. " What are you 
thinking of, boy? That's the indicative mood. I 
asked for the subjunctive. Take your hands out of 
your pockets, sir, and dpn't stand there glowering at 
the whaling ships. They'll not be away till afternoon. 
Now, the subjunctive mood?" 

"I can't say it, sir. I could not get it into my 
head," whined Tom. 

"Can't! do you say? Can't! Was there ever such 
a word? — Here, you, Halcro Ericson, finish the — 
Now, Where's that lad? Has he not come to the school 
yet?" 

" No, sir," replied two or three voices. 

Now that the schoolmaster's attention had been so 
drawn to my absence, I felt more than ever reluctant 
to enter. 

"Where is he? Does anyone know?" asked Mr. 
Drever. 

"Dinna ken, sir," was the weak response. 

Then Tom Kinlay, anxious, I suppose, to retrieve his 
lost ground, droned out: "He's away down at the 
shore-side, sir. I saw him fishing." 

"Ah! s-sneak!" hissed one of the boys near him; 
"what for need you tell?" 

"Now, now!" said the master quietly. "None of 
that. Get along with the lesson." He glanced along 
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the row of faces before him. " Thora Kinlay," he said, 
"finish the conjugation where Jessie Grey left off." 

I was again at the window. 

Mr. Drever looked towards a fair-haired, blue-eyed 
girl who stood directly opposite to him. At her throat 
there was a cowslip — a rare flower in Orkney. She 
wore a rough, homespun frock, as all the other girls 
did; but, for some reason which I cannot explain, 
Thora Kinlay was quite unlike her companions. Such 
was the refined gentleness of her nature that I can 
compare her only with the tern — the most beautiful, 
I believe, of all our sea-birda 

''Megerer, I might be ruled; regereris, thou mightst be 
ruled," she began, and as she repeated the conjugation, 
I listened with attention not unmixed with envy, for 
she was the best scholar in the whole school. 

As Thora concluded, the schoolmaster gave her a 
word of praise, and told her to go to the top of the 
class, while her brother, Tom, was ordered to the 
bottom. 

Andrew Drever had given these directions, and was 
leaning with his elbow on the desk, his chin resting 
on his hand, when his eye was attracted by my moving 
shadow at the doorway; and amid a sudden silence 
I entered and took my place at the bottom of the 
dass. 

" Good morning, sir!" I said, looking fearlessly into 
Mr, Drever's kind face. 

" Good morning, Ericson!" said he. " You take your 

(669) 
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proper place, I notice. But what is the meaning of 
this lateness? What excuse have you this time?" 

** I was down at the shore-side catching sillocks," I 
boldly answered, " and I just stopped to make up the 
even number." 

Robbie Rosson here put his hand to his mouth in 
the form of a speaking-trumpet, and whispered: "How 
many did you catch, Hal?" 

" Just two dozen," I quietly replied, yet not so quietly 
but Mr. Drever heard me. 

" Yes, Ericson," said he sternly, " you stay to make 
up the number of your fish. But why do you not 
remember that you have a duty in making up the 
number of your class at school?" 

" I'm very sorry, sir," I said; " but 1*11 not do it again." 

•' See that you do not. I will excuse you this time, 
but only because you were at the fishing." Then he 
added more kindly, " I have myself lost count of time 
in the same way. And now let me hear your Latin 
lesson." 

Fortunately I went through the lesson without mis- 
take, and was rewarded by being told to go above 
Tom Kinlay. As I took my place, however, the next 
boy to me, Robbie Rosson, gave a great shout of pain, 
as though a pin had been stuck into him. 

"Hello, hello! What's wrong now?" exclaimed the 
schoolmaster. 

" It's nothing, sir," said Robbie, looking extremely 
uncomfortable. 

/ (669) B 
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18 THE PILOTS OF POMONA. 

"Nothing! What for did you cry out like that, 
then?" 

" 'Twas one of my fish-hooks stuck in his leg, sir," I 
explained, extracting the offending hook from Rosson's 
trousers, and putting it back with others into my 
pocket. 

"Give me the hooks!" demanded Mr. Drever, hold- 
ing out his hand to receive them. " I don't know what 
can possess you, bringing such things to school." Then 
before putting the hooks away in his desk, he exam- 
ined them with a knowing eye, and I heard him mur- 
mur, " Dear me, dear me ! You lads beat everything. 
I cannot think where ye get such good hooks from." 

The lesson was now changed. We all took our seats 
at the desks for arithmetic, and throughout the mor- 
ning there were few interruptions further than the 
necessary disturbance caused by the changing of places 
as one or another of us was distinguished for reward. 



CHAPTER IIL 

A HALF-HOLIDAY. 

YOU will have gathered from Andrew Drever's 
remark about the fish-hooks that he was some- 
thing of a fisher. He was a fisher; but he was also 
a naturalist, and he varied the hard duties of the 
school by making frequent excursions across the hillg 
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in search of objects for his favourite study. In addi- 
tion to the maps and diagrams that hung on the 
whitewashed walls of the school-room there were many 
cases containing stuffed birds, such as guillemots, terns, 
owls, and ouzels; and specimens of the small quad- 
rupeds of the locality, including a weasel and a fine 
pair of otters. All of these specimens had been pre- 
pared and stuffed by himself, and upon a side-table 
by the window he kept a collection of curious stones 
and old coins that he had found on his wanderings, 

Andrew's heart was in both of his occupations. He 
loved his birds and his curiosities, and I think he 
loved his pupils. Often, as he sat on his high stool 
behind his desk, with a severity in his features which 
his position seemed to demand, I have seen his brown 
eyes soften as they looked round the circle of faces, 
and I have known that he had some affection for each 
one of us. Out of school hours he took great interest 
in our pursuits, giving to the girls advice in the 
arrangement of colour in their needlework, and to the 
boys many a valuable hint for the hooking of trout 
He knew no distinctions of rank or social position. A 
laird's son was treated by him with the same dignity 
or kindness that was shown to the son of a poor kelp- 
burner; and the coveted seat at the head of the class 
was as often occupied by a poor fisherman's lad as by 
the better dressed, but not better educated, son of the 
Inspector of Fisheries, or the bright little daughter of 
so great a man as Lloyd's agent 
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Towards the close of morning school, Peter, ihe 
jackdaw, announced by the fluttering of his wings and 
his chattering that a stranger was coming to the door, 
and very soon Mr. Duke, one of the bailies of the town, 
entered the school. We had learnt to expect some- 
thing good to come of the bailie's visits, and this occa- 
sion was no exception. 

He sat down on one of the low forms near Mr. Drever's 
desk, and took from his waistcoat-pocket a large silver 
snuff-box. 

"Well, Andrew," he cheerily exclaimed, taking a 
copious pinch between his finger and thumb and hand- 
ing the box to the master, " here's a glorious morning 
for you, eh? Ay, man, and how are all your bairns ? 
I see ye aye keep up your number. And who have you 
at the head of the class the day? Is it Thora again?" 

** Yes," replied Andrew, giving a resounding sneeze 
and loudly blowing his nose. "Yes, it's just Thora 
again. She's kept it all the morning. You see, sir, 
they all take the same places before the day's out: 
whatever way they begin, the smartest are sure to get 
to the top." 

" Ay, ay, just so," mused the bailie, again opening 
his snuff-box. " They're like a pack o' cards — shuffle 
them as ye will before the game begins, the honours 
must still come together at the finish. Well, Thora, 
lassie," he continued, turning round to Thora Kinlay, 
" and how are ye all up at Crua Breck?" 

"Ob, we're all fine, thank you, sir," said the girl; 
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" only Crumpie fell over the Neban bank yestreen and 
broke her leg." 

*'Ah, indeed! but that's most serious; poor Crumpie! 
— and that's the new cow, is it? or is it the old horse?" 

" It's the old cow, sir," said Thora, apparently won- 
dering at the bailie's ignoranca 

Then Mr. Duke thrust his hand deep into his pocket 
and brought it out again full of keys and money. He 
selected one of the coins and handed it to Thora, say- 
ing, "There's to you, Thora; that's for getting to the 
head of the class." 

From his seat he then questioned several of us re- 
garding our lessons and our homes, and finally he stood 
up and addressed us all, saying: "I have come in this 
morning, bairns, to ask Mr. Drever to give you all a 
half-holiday. The whaling-ships are to sail by this 
afternoon's tide, and as many of you have brothers and 
fathers aboard, I don't doubt that Mr. Drever will let 
you away;" and he added, turning to the master, 
"What do you say, Andrew?" 

" I'm sure, sir," said Mr. Drever, " I have no objec- 
tions to offer;" and he looked out through the window 
as though to satisfy himself that the weather was suit- 
able for an afternoon's fishing. 

Mr. Duke then went into the inner room to have a 
gossip with old Grace Drever. The schoolmaster pro- 
nounced the benediction, and we flocked noisily outside. 

As I was leaving with Robbie Rosson, Mr. Drever 
called me back. 
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"Don't leave the hooks here, Ericson," he said; 
''you'll be needing them for the fishing." And taking 
the fish-hooks from his desk he again examined them 
attentively, admiring the fine workmanship displayed 
in the turn of their points. " My lad, these are fine 
hooks for a sea-trout," he continued; "you'll have 
gotten them from Kirkwall, no doubt?" 

"No," I said. "Father got them from one of the 
captains. I'd like if you'd keep some of them, Mr. 
Drever;" and I offered him three of the best. 

"Oh no, no!" he exclaimed, "I could not think of 
taking them from you. I didn't mean that. . . . 
But maybe, well, maybe I might just have the loan of 
one of them to try this afternoon. I'm going away to 
Kirbister to see if I can catch a few sea- trout." 

"Kirbister for sea-trout!" said I, knowing that on 
the subject of fishing I might venture to disagree with 
even so practised an angler as Andrew Drever. " If 
you're seeking sea-trout you need go no further than 
the Bush. There's not a stream in the Mainland equal 
to the Bush. Take the hooks, sir, and I'll warrant 
you'll bring home a full basket." 

" Well, I'll take your advice and try the Bush, for 
it's aye the lads that find out the best waters. Thank 
you for the hooks, Halcro. Away with you; and see 
you're not so late at the school another morning." 
And as I scampered down the brae, I knew that he 
was watching me from the door. 

In the street I found Tom Kinlay and two other 
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boys waiting for me, and arranging an excursion 
across the hilLs to Skaill Bay to hunt for seals. It 
was an expedition in which I very readily agreed to 
join, and it was arranged that we should meet early 
in the afternoon on the moor between Voy and Crua 
Breck. 



CHAPTER IV. 

SANDY ERICSON, PILOT. 

MY home was close beside the school. There were 
only a few steps to skip across the narrow main 
street, and a turn into the Anchor Close brought me 
to my mother's door. Many of my companions, how- 
ever, had several miles to travel. Tom and Thora 
Kinlay lived at Crua Breck farm, distant from Strom- 
ness four miles; and little Hilda Paterson, the youngest 
girl in the school, lived at her father's croft away 
beyond Stenness, and walked the five miles — barefooted 
— twice a day. 

When I got home the brose for dinner was cooling 
on the window-sill, and my mother was frying the 
fish I had caught in the morning. My sister Jessie 
sat near the window plaiting straw — an industry 
common in Orkney at that time. 

"Hello, Hal! back already?" Jessie exclaimed, put- 
ting her work aside as I threw my books and slate 
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in the comer beside her. " Come away and look out 
for father. He has just brought in a new ship." 

We went out upon the little jetty where I had fished 
in the morning, at the extremity of the passage in 
which our house stood, and there we waited and 
watched for my father's boat. 

With this stone pier my earliest recollections were 
connected. When I was but an infant my father had 
carried me out in his great strong arms, and for the 
first time showed me the sun rising over the furrowed 
hills of Orphir. He had directed my childish eyes to 
the deep green of the sea water as it rippled gently 
against the wall of pur house. It was here that, as a 
boy, I had, by rolling over the pier like a ball, made a 
more intimate acquaintance with the element that was 
to be as familiar to me as my native air. Here, too, 
I had caught my first fish, and hence despatched to 
unknown lands my little fleet of wooden boats with 
their quaint paper sails. 

The ship that my father had just brought into port 
was a trim barque, with high, tapering masts and a 
bright-green hull. 

"What's her name, Hal?" inquired Jessie as the 
vessel was brought to. 

I had accustomed myself to make out ships' names 
at great distances, and as the barque swung round 
with the stream I could read the words "Lydia of 
Leith" painted on her counter. 

" Yonder is father, and there is Uncle Mansie," said 
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Jessie, as the two men climbed over the ship's rail and 
swarmed down into the boat. Then up went the 
brown sail, and the little Cv/rlew sped blithely past 
the whaling ships and across the broad bay, and it 
was not long ere she was moored alongside our jetty 
and father stepped ashore. 

My father was a tall, muscular man, with a long, 
fair beard, and blue eyes as clear and deep as the 
summer sky. He was a worthy representative of the 
old Norse sea-king, from whom he was descended, and 
his descent was shown in his great love of the sea. 
He was the chief pilot of the port of Stromness, and 
no man knew so well as he all the dangerous currents 
and shoaLs of the Orcadian seas. There was not a flow 
or a sound between the North and South Ronaldsays, 
or from Bore Head in the west to the Start in the 
east that he did not know as well as the eagle knows 
her corrie, or which he could not navigate on the 
darkest night. The perils of the whirlpools, of the 
sunken rocks, and of the wild winter storms which beat 
in fury upon our iron coasts, were part of his life; and 
I have heard it said that he had saved more ships 
from destruction than any other man in Orkney or 
Shetland. If you had asked anyone in Stromness, 
What man in all Pomona could least be spared? the 
reply would have been given, "Sandy Ericson, the 
pilot." 

I need not say that for these reasons I was proud of 
my brave father. But it was not from him I learned 
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these things, for he would never say a word m his own 
praise, and, had I not heard of his hardy bravery 
from other lips, he might have been to me no more 
than the gentle, affectionate parent that he ever was. 

We left the four men who were the crew of the 
Curlew to look after the boat, while Uncle Mansie and 
father came into the house to dinner. 

When, being the youngest of the family, I had said 
grace and we were supping our brose, Uncle Mansie 
looked over to me and asked: "Well, Hal, are you 
coming out in the Curlew with us to see the whaling 
ships away?" 

I replied in true Orkney fashion by asking another 
question: 

"How far are you to take them?** 

Mansie turned to father, who said: "Och, we'll take 
them as far as the Braga Bock anyway. If you'll 
come wi* us, Hal, we*ll stow you snugly in the bow o' 
the Curlew, and you*ll get a fine sail What*s an 
Orkney lad, whatever, if he's not to have a taste o* the 
dangers o* the sea? There's more for him to do than 
daunder about the hillside with a trout- wand over his 
shoulder.*' 

"'Deed, I dinna ken about that, father," said my 
mother, helping me to a plateful of fried sillocks. " If 
it*s danger you're wantin* the laddie to seek, he's seen 
o'er many dangers already, I'm thinking. It's nearly 
drowned he was, only a week ago, in the Barra Flow, 
swimming out after a dog that wasna worth the saving; 
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and I have seen him mysel' dangling over the Breck- 
ness cliffs, like a spider, at the end of a rope I would 
not have trusted to hang Lucky Drever*s cat with! 
Danger, forsooth! the laddie is always in danger/' 

It was like my mother to object to my taking to 
the sea, even for the pleasure of a sail. Although she 
well knew that it was the only life open to an Orkney 
lad, yet she was ever anxious to delay its beginning, 
and at these words from her my father did not urge 
me further, but quietly watched me as I rose from the 
table and took from a rack over the window a small 
harpoon, the sharp point of which I tested by pressing 
it against my thumb. 

"Oh, there's a lad!" exclaimed Jessie. "Off to the 
sealing when he might have a fine sail in the Curlew, 
I wish I could get such a chance." 

"All right, lad!" interrupted my father. "Away 
with you to the sealing. You'll get many another 
chance of a sail. Who's going with you?" 

" Robbie Rosson and Willie Hercus and — " I added 
with some hesitation, " Tom Kinlay," for I knew my 
father did not entirely approve of Tom as a com- 
panion. 

"Kinlay again?" he muttered, knitting his brows. 
<* I would advise you not to go with that lad so often. 
But then you dinna ken what his father is, I sup- 
pose." 

It was seldom that I heard my father speak an ill 
word against any man. I did not ask him any ques- 
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tion, but his brief warning was enough to show me 
that there was some serious cause of enmity between 
him and Tom's father, Carver Kinlay. 

"Father," I said, "111 not go with Tom if you 
object." 

" Object!" said he. " What care I for the lad? It's 
the father that's my enemy. His bairns may be better 
than he. Away to the sealing with you, and may 
you get good sport!" And he followed me to the door. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE HEN-HARRIER. 

I LINGERED about the little quay while my father 
and the crew were hoisting sail. For a moment 
I questioned if I should not be happier in the bow of 
the CurleWy than tramping half a score of miles over 
rough uninteresting moorland on the chance of cap- 
turing a seal; but in the end I was satisfied in keeping 
to the plan arranged by my companions I waited 
only to see the boat bend over in the fresh breeze as 
she sailed outward to the ships; then, armed with my 
harpoon and a knobbed stick, I hastened out of Strom- 
ness, followed by my dog. 

. Selta (so called after one of our native streams) was 
a long-bodied, long-haired animal, with a touch of the 
otter-hound in her nature. I got her from Colin 
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Lothian, an old "gaberlunzie" man who travelled our 
country side. He gave me the dog when she was a 
young thing, and he had another of the same litter 
which followed him wherever he went about the island. 
Selta was notable for her shaggy brown coat and un- 
gainly head, and for her keen scent. One day during 
the previous winter I had been over to Russadale for 
my mother, and in coming home I was caught in a 
snow-storm. The mist was thick and the way obscured 
by the driving snow, but Selta lowered her nose and 
led me over the hills in a bee-line to Stromness. She 
had never before been out with me at the seal-catching; 
but I took her this day, thinking she might prove 
useful — as indeed she did. 

The direct way to Skaill lay along an almost straight 
road to the northward, by Hamla Voe and the western 
shores of the loch of Stenness, past the Druid standing- 
stones. 

On this May afternoon, as I walked along the familiar 
road, there was little to attract my attention. The gray 
stretch of water lay still and cold, and the ploughed 
fields beyond it were brown and barren. In a more 
southern clime every tree and bush would be, at that 
season, putting forth fresh verdure, and the budding 
hedgerows would be bursting into green beauty; but 
to me, at that period of my life, the sweet-smelling 
hawthorn, the golden-fingered laburnum, and the full, 
rich blossom of an apple orchard were unknown de- 
lights. I had never yet seen a real tree, and our 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



30 THE PILOTS OF POMONA. 

highest bushes in Pomona reached scarcely to my 
shoulder. The land was all gray and barren. 

At the old mill of Cairston I was joined by Robbie 
Rosson, and, instead of continuing by the road, we cut 
across country, climbing the stone dykes and jumping 
over the gurgling streama A walk of three miles 
brought us to Crua Breck, a small farmhouse on the 
hillside of the same name, overlooking the Pentland 
Firth. The ridge tiles of this house ran precisely north 
and south, and it was a superstition amongst us that 
this same ridge had the power of deciding whether the 
north wind should blow towards the* German Ocean 
or the Atlantic; just as King Eric of Orkney could, in 
his time, change the direction of the winds by altering 
the position of his cap. 

Crua Breck was at least a mile from any other 
house — unless, indeed, the ruined and tenantless cot- 
tage of Inganess merited the name. Carver Kinlay 
had lived there as long as I could remember; but the 
fact that the fisher folks often spoke of him as a 
"ferry-jumper" implied that he was still regarded as a 
foreigner on Orcadian soil. 

I had never been inside the Crua Breck house, 
nor, I may say, did I much covet a visit there, for the 
inmates of the farm were not distinguished for their 
friendliness or hospitality, and, with the one exception 
of Thora, whom I always regarded with a sense of 
kindliness, and Tom, who was my class-fellow, I had 
little acquaintance with the family. Had I been more 
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warmly inclined towards them I would have gone 
up to the door at once and asked for Tom, instead of 
sitting on the dyke-side with Bosson and waiting till 
he chose to come out to us. 

As we sat there, however, Thora Kinlay came past 
us, driving before her a hen and her brood of chickens, 
which she had found straying along the cliffs, and of 
her we asked for Tom. She at once offered to run to 
the house and bring him, but ultimately Bobbie Bosson 
went instead, with my terrier at his heels. 

"How is it you are not at the fishing, Halcro?" in- 
quired Thora when we were alone. "I saw the 
schoolmaster away down at the Bush just now as I came 
past He seemed to be catching very little, though." 

"Ah I" I said, "I doubt it's too clear a day for the 
trout. We're off to Skaill Vic to see if we can catch 
a seal" 

" That will be fine fun," said Thora, with a touch of 
envy in her voice. "I wish I was going with you. 
Will you not take me?" 

" Indeed," I returned, not unwilling that she should 
join us in our sport, " I'd be real glad if you would 
come. But here's Tom, we'll ask him." 

Bobbie and Tom approached across a plot of potatoes. 
Tom was eating a huge piece of oat-cake, and slashing, 
with a long stick he carried, at the heads of the thistles 
that grew, all too plentifully, among the potatoea 

Tom was a tall, large-boned lad, and his feet, which 
were encased in rivlins, or rough hide shoes, projected 
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several inches below his trousers; his arms, too, seemed 
to have grown far beyond the length of his jacket 
sleeves. His untidy black hair and dark eyes con- 
trasted strangely with the fair and delicate beauty of 
his sister Thora. A stranger might have taken Thora 
to be of pure Norse family, and her adventurous spirit 
would have justified the belief. But Tom took after 
his father, whose type was that of a race not uncom- 
mon in the north of Scotland, and called — for I know 
not what reason — " The dark men of Connemara." 

" Tom," I asked when he was beside us, " what do 
you say to Thora coming with us to the sealing?" 

" What! Certainly not," replied Tom, who was ever 
jealous of his sister and loved not to favour her in any 
way. "What would a lassie do at the sealing? Let 
her go back home and do her lessons, and try if she 
can win to the head of the class again." 

"Indeed," said Thora with suppressed indignation, 
" it is you who should try to do that, Tom. You're 
the eldest and biggest lad in the school, and have 
never yet been at the head of the class, dunce that 
you are! But away with you to the sealing. I do 
not care, for I have adventure of my own. I know 
where there's a hen-harrier building her nest on the 
Black Craigs, and it's not you I will tell where it is, 
my lad." 

This was a successful parting shot from Thora. She 
well knew that any lad in Orkney would envy her 
the discovery of a falcon's nest, and that Tom, more 
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than any other, would be jealous of her finding what 
he might have searched for in vain. 

"Just fancy that lass finding a harrier's nest!" he 
murmured as we went along. "I wonder if is true! 
I bet she only said that out of spite because we would 
not let her come with us. But who wants a slip of a 
girl at such work? She'd only frighten the seals and 
prevent us from catching any. It's my opinion we 
have enough of the girls in the school without them 
joining us in our sports. What do you say, Eric- 
son?" 

" I don't know about that," I said. " For my part 
I shouldn't have objected to Thora coming with us. 
As for the hen-harrier, I don't doubt that what she 
said was quite true. It's well known that she's one of 
the best cliff-climbers of us all." 

"Tut! you always side with the lassies, Ericson. 
That's because you're aye beside them at the head of 
the class. What was it that old Duke gave her this 
morning? Was it a bawbee?" 

" I took no notice of what it was, Tom," I replied. 
"But it was very kind of him to give her any- 
thing." 

" It was a sixpence he gave her," said Kobbie Rosson. 
" I saw the colour of it." 

"A sixpence!" exclaimed Tom. "The sneak that 
she isf Let's go back and make her give us a share 
of it." 

" Get away, man," said Robbie. " What is it to us 

(669) G 
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though the bailie gave her a dozen sixpences? He'd 
have given it to any of us if we'd been at the head of 
the class." 

The discussion upon Thora ended here, and we con- 
tinued our walk in comparative silence. 

Willie Hercus was waiting for us when we reached 
the hill of Teskenaby. Hercus was a barefooted, 
red-haired boy, with gray eyes that were almost hidden 
in the fatness of his cheeks, and totally so when he 
laughed, as he invariably did on the least provocation. 
His brow and nose were covered with brown freckles, 
like a turkey's egg; and he wore a large sea-jacket 
that had belonged to his father, one of the crew of 
the Curlew. 

We walked leisurely along the brink of the Black 
Craigs — a line of steep cliffs bordering the western 
portion of the Mainland. At times a hoodie-crow 
would fly across our path, or the red grouse be startled 
from their nests in the freshly-budding heather; and 
sea-fowl in large numbers sailed gracefully over our 
heads or deep down the cliffs, making the chasms echo 
with their ceaseless screaming. We made no attempt 
to kill or capture any of the birds. One bird, how- 
ever, we did take, and that more by accident than 
intention. It happened this way: 

My dog was trotting before us, with her nose to the 
ground, when suddenly she made a run through the 
short heather after a lapwing, which was, or pretended 
to be, unable to fly. I think it was trying to decoy 
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the dog away from its nest. As we watched the 
chase, Tom cried out: 

"Look, look, there's a hawk after them!" 

And, mdeed, so it was. The lapwing ran with won- 
drous speed, and before Selta had time to snap at it 
a hawk had nipped in before the dog*s nose in the 
attempt to rob her of her prey. Unfortunately for 
the larger bird, however, the dog*s snap, intended for 
the fugitive, came upon the hawk's outstretched neck. 
The lapwing escaped unhurt, and flew screaming into 
the air, but Selta held to the hawk till we ran up and 
helped her. I managed to secure the bird's wings, 
which flapped about with surprising strength, while 
Tom held its struggling legs. 

" Thraw its neck, thraw its neck!" cried Rosson, now 
coming up to us. 

Selta loosened her hold, and Willie Hercus took the 
hawk's head in his hand, carefully guarding against 
its sharp beak, gave its neck a rapid twist, and the 
bird was dead. 

"What kind of a bird is it?" eagerly asked Kinlay, 
whose knowledge of our native birds was as imperfect 
as his knowledge of Latin conjugations. 

"Can you not see it's a harrier — ^a hen-harrier?" I 
said, as I stretched out the large and beautiful wings 
of gray-blue feathers and proceeded to bind the bird's 
feet with a string. 

" The very same that Thora spoke of, I'll be bound!" 
Tom exclaimed with satisfaction, as he evidently 
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thought of his sister s secret of the nest on the Black 
Craigs. 

"WhatU we do with it?" asked Hercus. "Is it 
good for eating?" 

"Nonsense, Willie!" said I. "Surely we've birds 
in plenty without eating hawks! Let's give it to the 
dominie." 

" Ay, let's give it to the dominie," chimed in Robbie 
Eosson, always ready to agree with whatever I pro- 
posed. 

"The dominie! What for would you give it to the 
dominie?" objected Kinlay. "It's my bird. / first 
saw it." 

" Your bird! your bird, indeed!" exclaimed Hercus, 
putting his hands in his pockets and assuming an 
attitude of indignant surprise. "Is it the man who 
first sees the whale that has the blubber? No, no, 
Ericson's dog caught the bird. Let Hal do as he likes 
with his own." 

I have no doubt that Tom coveted the dead falcon 
in order to persuade his sister that he had discovered 
her harrier's nest. When we agreed to keep the bird 
for the schoolmaster, he accordingly grew gloomy, and 
the rest of the journey to Skaill was accomplished 
without his joining in the merry talk, of which there 
was no lack, you may be sure. 
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CHAPTER VI 

"BETTER GEAR THAN RATS." 

SKAILL VIC is a large, sheltered inlet of the sea. 
I have heard that in ancient times it was a meet- 
ing-place of the Norse vikings, and it is just such a 
place as a pirate might choose to make his head- 
quarters, being a convenient station from which he 
could ravage the adjacent shores of Scotland, or sail 
over ,to Norway, or even north to Iceland, and safely 
return to its secluded shelter, to store his treasure in 
the dark caverns of the rugged cliffs. I may here 
remind you that Pomona Island was, long ago, the 
holy land of jbhe Northman, and that the cairns and 
cromlechs scattered over our hills and plains are to 
this day associated with the visits of the old viking 
bucaneers. Andrew Drever, who was exceedingly 
well versed in the antique lore of the Orkneys, once 
told us in school of a Runic inscription he had seen in 
the Maes-howe at Stenness. It was interpreted to the 
effect that one of the old vikings " had found much fee 
in Orkhow," and that this treasure had been buried 
" to the north-west." " Happy is he/' the legend con- 
tinued — ''Happy is he who may discover this great 
wealth." But, of course, no person had ever found 
trace of it, and Mr. Drever supposed that it must have 
been swept away by the furious storms that, in winter 
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time, dash continually against the rocky ribs of the 
Orcadian coasts. 

We got down by a pathway to the sloping beach, 
which the tide had left bare. At the point where we 
hoped to find some seals, we observed several men and 
women gathering sea- weed, preparatory to burning it 
for kelp. This was a disappointment to us, since, if 
there were any seals about, it was likely they would 
be scared away by the kelp-burners. But we walked 
along under the high banks as far as the northern 
extremity of the bay, in expectation of finding some 
sport on the outer shores. 

We sat for a long while talking, as school -boys 
will talk, in a sheltered cleft of the headland, which, 
I believe, had once been a cavern, and was known 
by the name of the Kierfiold Helyer. Here the force 
of many an Atlantic storm had so worn away the 
face of the rocks that the cliff was driven back to 
the innermost parts of the original cave. Great pieces 
of granite lay about in disorder, showing where the 
roof of the cavern had fallen in; and on one of 
these boulders we sat until we were weary, looking 
out to the water's edge, in expectation of seeing some 
seals appear. 

Skaill Bay was our favourite spot for the sealing, 
and at the proper season the seals were generally 
plentiful and not timid. Indeed, so bold were they 
sometimes, that on a Sabbath morning, when the bell of 
Sandwick Church, hard by, had been ringing for divine 
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service, I have seen the animals collect in numbers on 
the beach to listen to the strange sound, which held 
them so fixed and charmed, that it required an eflfort 
to startle them away. Now, however, the seals seemed 
to have deserted the place, and I was not sorry when 
Tom Kinlay proposed that we should give up our 
search for them and return home. 

Just as we were moving away I chanced to look 
along the shore-line, and at some distance from where 
we stood I detected a moving object in the water, and 
presently saw what I took to be three seals basking 
on a bank of sand. Now was our weariness changed 
to eager desire, and we at once prepared for some good 
sport. 

Leaving our dead falcon on a slab of rock, we quietly 
distributed ourselves. Willie Hercus approached the 
seals under cover of a large boulder. I crept along by 
the foot of the cliffs with Selta, intending to get down 
to the water's edge, and so work back again to cut off 
the retreat of the seals; while Kinlay and Rosson did 
the same on the other sida 

We gradually and silently closed round our game. 
Our approach was, however, somewhat marred by an 
alarm given by a sea-gull flying over the seals. The 
largest animal turned round towards the sea. Its 
mates took the signal and, with it, made for the water. 

I gave a word to the dog, and Selta ran forward to 
meet the middle seal, which she kept at bay as she 
might have kept a sheep, barking in its face and 
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always getting between it and the water. Tom and 
Eobbie ran after one of the others, while the largest 
seal, which I had marked as my own prize, managed 
to escape me and plunge into the sea. I then turned 
to encounter the seal that the dog and Willie Hercus 
had arrested. Willie, having no stick or harpoon, was 
throwing large stones at the animal, which seemed to 
pay little attention to them, but kept its large, beauti- 
ful eyes fixed upon the dog. One of the stones, un- 
fortunately, struck Selta, and when she turned, the 
seal made its way past. I saw the movement, and 
succeeded in striking the seal on the nose with my 
knobbed stick. The animal collapsed at once; its head 
dropped on the sand, and it moved no mora 

Meanwhile Robbie and Tom, who had my harpoon, 
were having a hard fight. Their seal had been struck 
once with the harpoon on the left shoulder. Tom 
tried to intercept its retreat, and just as it was enter- 
ing the water he fell down upon it with all his weight, 
at the same time grasping its wounded flipper in his 
two hands. The seal, though weak, drew him some 
way over the slippery stones and into the sea; but 
Tom proved victor. Rising on his knees in the water, 
he wrapped both his arms round the seal, and, with 
the assistance of Rosson, succeeded in carrying it 
ashore, where it was finally killed. 

We had heavy work conveying our two seals up the 
beach to the place where we had left our dead bird; 
and there with our knives we proceeded to secure the 
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skins and the blubber, leaving the carcasses behind for 
the cormorants and carrion-crowa 

Willie Hercus and I were finished first, and we care- 
fully folded up our perfect seal-skin. But Tom, who 
was less accustomed to the work, fumbled away awk- 
wardly, muttering to himself when his sharp blade cut 
into the skin instead of neatly parting it from the 
body. 

As we sat on a rock waiting for our companions, 
Selta went sniffing about on her own account and 
rooting into the far corners of the old cave. She at 
length found her way to the dead hen-harrier, as it 
lay on a slab of flagstone. Hercus called her ofl* as 
she put her nose too closely to the bird. But Selta 
was following her instincts; for, in turning the bird 
with her nose, she disturbed a small rat which was 
coolly making its meal there. I ran to examine the 
damage done to the hawk (for I was anxious to give 
the bird uninjured to Mr. Drever), while Willie fol- 
lowed the dog into the crevice where she had chased 
the rat. I found the harrier was not much damaged; 
a few feathers were bitten out and a little of the 
skin was broken, that was all. 

I put my harpoon and stick through the string that 
secured the bird's legs and slung it over my shoulder, 
gathered up our seal-skin, and went to hurry up Tom 
and Robbie, for the tide was rising and we had a long 
journey before us. Tom had just cut the last of the 
skin from the seal's head, and when he had folded it 
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up, the three of us began our walk towards the further 
shore of the bay, expecting Hercus to follow with the 
dog. 

"Hello! what can be keeping Hercus so long?" 
asked Robbie, when we had walked some distance. 

I told him about the rat that the dog was after, and 
looked back for Willie. Not seeing him, we concluded 
he had gone round by the top of the cliffs, and we 
continued our way a few yards further. Then we 
heard Hercus calling after us in an excited way. 

"Come back, lads, come back!" he shouted; and I 
looked at the sea-line, fearing lest it was the rising 
tide that Hercus was warning us against. 

" I'm not going back," objected Tom. " WeVe got 
time to get to the other side long before the water's 
up. Besides, I'm hungry. I'm going home." 

"Tut, didn't we wait for you while you skinned 
your seal? Lets go back," I urged. "Maybe Hercus 
is hurt." 

" Come away back, Tom," added Bosson. So we all 
returned to where Willie Hercus still remained, and 
wondered what he could mean by calling us back. 

When we entered the chasm we were much sur- 
prised to find Hercus lying flat on the shingle, with 
his right arm deep in a hole he had dug, and the dog 
at his side, wagging her tail and uttering short barks 
of excitement 

"Good sakes!" exclaimed Robbie Rosson. "What's 
wrong with the lad?" 
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Much relieved we were to hear Hercus speak. I 
confess I had felt certain some harm had happened 
to him. 

"Come away," he said, in a tone which was far 
from being a cry of pain. "Come away, lads, and 
give us a hand here. There's better gear than rats 
in this hole, I'm thinking." And, so saying, he rose 
to his knees and held out to us a heavy and black piece 
of metal, which at first I took to be an iron bolt. 

*' Well, what is it?" I asked, taking the thing in my 
hand and examining it. 

" What is it?" said Hercus. " Can you not see, lad? 
Why, if 8 silver!*' 

CHAPTER VII. 

WHAT THE shingle REVEALED. 

NOW the explanation of Willie's curious discovery, 
as we afterwards fully learned, was this: When 
I took up the dead falcon, Hercus, intent upon witness- 
ing Selta's skill at ratting, stood beside the dog as she 
scraped with her fore-feet the shingle from the crevice 
through which the rat had escaped. Disappointed at 
losing her prize, the terrier dug and dug away at the 
shingle and moist sand, scattering it behind her, and 
burying her nose deep down. Then a strange, grim 
object was unearthed. In the midst of the stones, 
Hercus, to his horror, saw lying there a ghastly human 
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skull, with the great cavities where the eyes had been, 
staring at him. Hesitating at the sight of this fright- 
ful spectacle, he at last mustered courage to take the 
thing in his hand. He was in the act of examining it, 
when, from one of the hollow eye-sockets, out jumped 
the fugitive rat. Had the jaws of the skull moved in 
speech, Willie could not have been more terrified than 
he was by seeing the rat spring from its strange 
hiding-place. 

Dropping the horrible thing upon the rock at his 
feet, where the rotten bone broke into fragments, he 
rushed out upon the beach and called us back. Attracted 
to the spot again, he watched the dog burrowing in 
the shingle. Amongst the stones and sand he saw 
the dull sheen of what he at first supposed was a 
curious sea-shell, but which, when he picked up and 
examined it, he found to be an old coin. Believing that 
there might be more of these buried in the sand, he 
went down upon his knees once more to search. He 
had just discovered the bar of metal when we returned. 
" What is it?" he said. " Why, if 8 silver T 
We each in turn handled the little bar, and expressed 
our opinion regarding what Hercus supposed it to be. 
It was heavy enough, certainly, to be silver; but the 
improbability of such a piece of the precious metal 
being left there presented itself, and none of us was 
quite satisfied until Hercus, taking out his knife, cut 
and scraped the surface of the ingot and revealed the 
shining white metal underlying the grit and tarnish 
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that had gathered upon it during the years — perhaps 
the centuries — it had lain there undisturbed. 

By our united efforts we enlarged the hole that Willie 
and the dog had made, digging with the harpoon and 
removing with our hands the loosened stones. We 
found aquantity of antique coins of various sizes, which, 
by reason of their lightness, I suppose, were much scat- 
tered about. Then deeper down below these we came 
upon a number of large rings, or bracelets, in the form 
of horse-shoes, and several ingots of silver, similar to 
the one Hercus had first found. 

We grew excited in our search; and as the quantity 
of treasure we unearthed increased, so did we increase 
our exertions, until there was quite a heap of silver 
gathered upon the slab of flagstone where we placed it. 

At a spot near where Hercus had discovered the 
skull we found a curious garment, formed of a fine 
network of rings and chains. It was much broken and 
torn — though the shoulder -bands were preserved, as 
well as the collar — and we could see that the owner, 
whoever he might have been, must have had a large 
and strong body, for the coat was of great weight. 
Beside it there were what we took to be the remains 
of a helmet, the ornaments upon which were of a yellow 
ajid still untarnished metal, with a large crimson 
stone set in the front. 

Hercus pronounced the metal to be brass; but I 
never discovered truly what it was, as I did not handle 
the fragments again, for the reason that (as I happened 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



4(^ THB PILOTS or POMONA. 

to notice at the time) Tom Einlay, who kept silence 
regarding them, quietly put them in his pocket, allow- 
ing us afterwards to suppose that we had left them 
behind us. I had my suspicions, however, that the 
ornaments were of pure gold. 

In addition to the coat of mail and the helmet, there 
were three other objects that engaged our special re- 
gard. These were a broken belt — made of linked rings 
of bronze — the head of a battle-axe, and a long sword. 
The sword, which was in a scabbard embossed with 
fine ornaments, had a richly-figured handle. It was 
a heavy weapon, and none of us could draw it from 
its scabbard, for the rust that incrusted it. 

When all that it seemed possible to find had been 
collected, and our digging brought nothing more to 
light, we opened our two seals' skins — throwing away 
the blubber, which seemed of little worth to us now 
that we had possessed ourselves of all this wealth — 
and lifting the treasure into them we made them into 
slings, one of which was carried by Tom Kinlay and 
Willie Hercus, the other by Robbie Rosson and my- 
self. We bore our burdens joyfully as far as the other 
side of Skaill Bay, just managing to escape the tide 
that was creeping up to the base of the cliflk 

The last rays of the sun were setting across the 
broad Atlantic when we reached the top of the head- 
land, and in the gray twilight spreading over the sea 
we watched the fleet of whaling ships sailing to the 
westward, 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

DIVIDING THE SPOIL. 

"P ESTING after the work of carrying our burden up 
-L\) the cliffs, we stood for a space upon the heights 
above Row Head to watch the sails of the fleet grow- 
ing smaller as they approached the distant line of the 
horizon. The leaden sea danced in the fresh breeze, 
and the sky gradually lost its golden tints and assumed 
the clear, cold hue of the northern twilight. To the 
southward, across the moor, rose the dark mountains 
of Hoy Island, with the moon gleaming pale above 
them. From the shore came the fresh smell of the 
sea- weed and the plaintive crying of the gulls. 

The evening was growing late, and there were still 
half a dozen miles of rough moorland between Bamna 
and Stromness. Over the braes of Borwick we tra- 
velled at a steady pace. We were light of heart, for 
we had had a successful expedition, as was proved not 
only by our dead falcon and the two seals' skins, but, 
more than all, by the great wealth that those seals' skins 
carried. 

Many were our conjectures as to the meaning of that 
great horde of silver we had discovered hidden in the 
sands of Skaill Bay. 

"I wonder how it all came there!" mused Robbie, 
and then he added, "D'ye ken what I think, lads?" 
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"What think you, then, Eobbie?" I asked. 

" Well," said he, " I just think it must have been cast 
there by some shipwreck in the olden time. D'ye 
mind, Hal, of the story of the wreck of yon Spanish 
ship on the Carrig-na-Spana?" 

"What! the San MiguelV* 

" Ay, maybe that was her name, I dinna ken. Well, 
if you mind, she struck on the reef there, and the 
skipper dropped all his treasure-chests overboard, in 
mortal fear that the Orkney wreckers would rob him 
of them. I suppose he took his bearings, but for many 
a day the wreckers searched the waters, and never a 
thing did they find. Well, years and years after that 
the old skipper's son came to Orkney, and went straight 
to the spot where the treasure had been sunk and car- 
ried it all off to Spain." 

"But that explains nothing, Robbie," I argued. 
"However, we ken well enough that those Spanish 
ships were aye loaded with gold and precious stones. 
And then, d'ye not mind of hearing about the Spanish 
Armada ships that were wrecked on the Orkneys? 
Now, I wouldn't be surprised though the gear we have 
gotten was nothing else than the wreckage of an 
Armada ship. Even the skull that Willie found, 
maybe belonged to one of the soldier chaps that came 
to fight the English. But what is your opinion, Willie? 
You should know, for it was you who found the 
treasure." 

" Well, Ericson," said he wisely, " I just think it was 
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most extraordinary to see the heaps of siller come out 
of the very sands of the sea-shore, and in such a deso- 
late place; and beyond that, it was a most providential 
thing that the dog ran after yon wee rat What 
most gets over me, though, is to think of the rat mak- 
ing its nest in the dead man's skull. Man! what a 
fright I had when the beast jumped out! As for how 
the siller came there, I canna just say; but, you mind, 
the dominie told us in the school that, langsyne, some 
of those viking lads used to cruise hereabout. Now, 
I'm thinking that it's just possible one of them had 
maybe left the siller for safety in the Kierfiold Cave 
where I — where we found it, and clean forgotten to go 
back for it; just as old Betsy Matthew forgot the 
guineas she hid under the floor in the heel of a 
stocking." 

" Ay, I dinna doubt it may be so, Willie," observed 
Rosson. " But then, what about the dead man's 
head?" 

" 'Deed I canna say what way that could be there. 
I'm thinking we must e'en refer it to the dominie. He 
kens all about these things," said Hercus; and then 
he turned to Kin! ay, who hitherto had expressed no 
conjecture. " But what think you of it all, Tom?" 

" What do I think! " said Kinlay in a tone of indif- 
ference. " I care not what way the silver came there. 
What does it matter? I'm only tKixjki^g what I'll do 
with my own share of it." 

Now I confess that I had not i cc\t^ thought any- 
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thing at all about what we should do with the silver. 
I was so much interested in the circumstance of our 
curious discovery of the hidden treasure that the 
thought of its market value, or of our means of dispos- 
ing of it, had never entered my head; and I believe 
Hercus and Rosson were totally ignorant of the fact 
that our find was really worth more than the mere in- 
terest we naturally attached to the articles as curious 
antiquities. Had I been asked as to the disposal of 
them, I believe I would have proposed that the whole 
treasure should be handed over to the care of our 
schoolmaster, who would doubtless see that we did not 
lose by any sale he might effect 

Tom Kinlay was the first to suggest the sharing of 
the silver pieces. We could offer no reasonable objec- 
tion to a plan which seemed so fair to all of us, and 
we agreed that before we parted an equal division 
should be made. 

Walking along a stretch of bleak moorland border- 
ing the sea, taking always the nearest cuts across the 
jutting points of rocky headland, we at length ap- 
proached the quaint graveyard of Bigging. The night 
was clear, and light almost as day; but Robbie and 
Willie would, I believe, rather have gone many miles 
out of our direct way than go near that awesome 
place. 

The ruined chapel and the long, flat tombstones sur- 
rounding it, seemed to have an eerie influence upon 
our imagination, and we could but whistle some merrjr 
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tune to keep up our hearta Willie Hercus, though 
naturally daring, was now especially timid, the remem- 
brance of that skull he had handled having taken such 
hold of his mind that the simple mention of it by one 
of us was enough to make his voice sink to a trembling 
whisper, as though he feared the dead man might come 
to life again and appear in our midst to accuse us of 
having disturbed his bones. 

I think Tom Kinlay was the only one of us who did 
not look with superstitious awe into the dark shadows 
that hung about those ruined walls and silent tomb- 
stones; but he was so tall and strong that nothing 
seemed to daunt him, and soon he made a proposal 
that went far towards assuring me that he was abso- 
lutely fearless. 

"Now, lads," said he, when we were passing the 
low wall of the burying-ground, ** let us get in here 
and spread out our things on one of those flat stones, 
and then we can share them out Come along; nobody 
can disturb us in that quiet burying-ground." 

"What!" exclaimed Robbie, betraying his terror at 
the proposal. " Over there among the graves! Not I. 
I'm not going into such a place after the sun has gone 
down. Why, we canna be sure that the ghosts of the 
dead will not spring out upon us!" 

"No, I'm not going in there either," chimed in Hercus. 
" We can divide the siller here on the moor just as well 
as in that fearsome place. Come back, Hal, dinna 
you gang either." 
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" Well, well, what a pack of frightened bairns ye 
are!" said Kinlay, preparing to enter by the open 
gate. " Come along. What on earth can ye be feared 
at?" 

Thus taunted for want of courage, Willie and Robbie 
overcame their superstitious scruples, and we all four 
made our way in among the graves. 

We spread our treasures upon the top of a flat tomb- 
stone that was somewhat higher than its neighbours 
and formed a convenient table for our purpose. The 
stone was overgrown with lichens and moss, and skirted 
by a growth of nettles and thistles. As we stood 
around it in the twilight, surrounded by a wild soli- 
tude, we might have been mistaken for a company of 
pirates dividing their ill-gotten gains. 

Whilst Kinlay and Hercus were opening out the two 
seals' skins my eyes idly wandered over the surface of 
the tombstone, and were arrested by the inscription 
carved thereon. There was an epitaph in some foreign 
language, old and worn, but under this was a name 
that seemed to be newly cut It was the name " Thora 
Quendale." 

Now the name Thora is not a common one in Ork- 
ney, and seeing it on that strange old tombstone natu- 
rally made me think of the Thora whom I knew — Tom 
Kinlay's sister. 

"Tom, did you ever notice the name on this grave? 
It's some woman buried here named Thora" 

He turned and read the inscription. " Ay, I've seen 
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it before. It's some woman that was found drowned 
at the foot of the Black Craigs, years ago. I dinna ken 
who she was. I think she was in a shipwreck." 

" Oh! Then it was no relation of yours? " 

" No. That is, I dinna think it. But I have heard 
that Thora was named after her." 

I asked him to tell me about the wreck; but just 
then Willie Hercus interrupted, saying: 

"Come along, Ericson; you had better be the one to 
divide the treasure for us. We all ken youll divide it 
fairly." 

The treasure was heaped upon the tombstone, and as 
I regarded it I foresaw the diflBculty of the task before 
me; for the pieces were obviously of very varied 
values, and I did not see how I could easily distribute 
them into four equal shares. But I made the attempt 
according to the manner that I had seen adopted by 
the fishermen at Stromness in dividing their fish. 

To begin with, there was the sword — apparently the 
most valuable of all the treasures. Who was to have 
this? I naturally thought it should go to Hercus, to 
whom we owed our possession of the wealth, and I 
remembered that Kinlay already had an equivalent 
share in the pieces of broken helmet he had appropri- 
ated. I handed the sword over to Hercus, therefore* 
Tom ofiered no opposition at the time, but he after- 
wards bartered with Hercus for it, giving him in 
exchange two of the ingots of silver and the coat of 
mail which subsequently fell to his share. 
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The sword and the coat of mail being apportioned 
to Hercus and Kinlay, I then gave the bronze belt to 
Rosson, and took for myself some pieces of armour and 
a fragment of a shield. Then there were twenty-two 
ingots, or bars of silver, each of about six ounces in 
weight Five of these were apportioned to each of 
us, two being left to be dealt with afterwards. 

Next, there were thirteen brooches, such as the 
Scandinavians — as I learned later on — were accustomed 
to use for binding their mantles. They were all of 
similar pattern, and would weigh, perhaps, three ounces 
each. Of them we had three apiece. There were three 
massive torques, or rings, something in the form of 
horse-shoes, the opening being left to admit of their 
being fastened upon the neck, where the ornaments 
were worn, I believe, by the ancients as symbols of 
rank or command. These articles were composed of a 
series of rings interlaced, some of them being embossed 
with rude but curious designs. 

I saw that we could not each of us have one of 
these, and here I was again in a difficulty; but since 
the ingots of silver were of about an equal weight, I 
took one of them myself and gave an ornament to 
each of my companions. Hercus, however, would not 
agree to this, and he showed, truly enough, that the 
ingots were worth no more than their weight in metal; 
whereas the rings were of much greater value, on 
account of being curious specimens of ancient art. He 
therefore asked me to take a few of the coins in order 
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to make a fair division. The reniaining coins, of which 
there was a considerable quantity, were then counted 
and equally shared amongst us. 

We had now left one ingot of silver, one brooch, 
some odd fragments of silver, and a small black stone 
which had a metal ring round it; and the sharing of 
these cost more trouble than all the other articles 
together. They were all, so far as we could judge, of 
unequal values. The stone was considered worthless, 
except for the little band of metal with which it was 
clasped. The brooch was only about half the weight 
of the ingot, and it was not counted precious, because 
already each of us had three like it, while the small 
pile of silver fragments was not worth half the ingot. 
I thought I was acting very fairly when I suggested 
that Hercus should have what remained, because, I said, 
if it had not been for him we would have had nothing 
at alL 

" 'Deed you'll do nothing of the kind," objected Kin- 
lay. "What for should Hercus take all?" 

''Well, well," I said, somewhat ruffled, I admit, at 
Tom's greed, " you needn't be so sulky. Take you and 
divide the things. You'll not do it any fairer." 

But Tom saw a way of sharing the things which 
suited himself, if it did not quite agree with my own 
views of fairness. To Willie he gave the brooch, to 
Robbie he passed the pile of fragments; and now he 
held the two remaining pieces, the ingot of silver and 
the little black stone. We awaited with much interest 
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his final decision. With an unpleasant flash of his 
dark eyes he cast the stone to my end of the rude 
table, and quietly thrust the bar of silver with his other 
possessions into his capacious pockets.^ 

I tried hard to check the words that rose to my lips. 
Throughout the afternoon I had noticed Tom's pointed 
objections to many things I had done or had proposed 
to do. He had objected to Thora accompanying us on 
the sealing expedition. He had disagreed with the 
disposal of the dead hen-harrier; other little incidents, 
most of which had testified to his deep-rooted selfish- 
ness, I had not failed to notice. More than all, I 
remembered how he had pocketed the jewelled frag- 
ments of the helmet, and kept the knowledge of their 
value from us all. As for the opinions of the other 
two lads regarding him, it was Willie Hercus who had 
called him a "sneak" in school that morning, and 
Robbie Rosson, I knew, had certainly no love for Tom, 
who had persistently bullied him. 

"Well, are you not satisfied?" said Kinlay, seeing 
my undisguised indignation. 

" Yes, with my own share," I replied. " But if you'd 
taken the smaller piece of siller for yourself, and given 
Willie Hercus yon piece you've taken, I'd have thought 
you more honourable." And then I roundly accused 
him of having stolen the fragments of the helmet. 
" You have stolen the things," I said. " You saw that 

^ According to the standard of value in 1843, the ingot of silver, weigh- 
ing six ounces, would be worth £1, 13«. Od. 
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they were of more worth than the rest, and you were 
afraid that we would want a share of them." 

"You're a liar!" he exclaimed angrily. 

" And you're a thief!" I retorted; and I walked round 
to him, determined, if necessary, to defend my accusa- 
tion in a more practical way than by empty words. 

Now, I am confident that Kinlay was almost eager 
for such a chance as this to pay back many debts which 
his own jealousy had from time to time conjured up 
against me. For, apart from the fact that I happened 
to be a little more brilliant than he in our class at 
school, there were not wanting indications that he was 
in other ways losing ground in our common race, and 
circumstances seemed to require that we should each 
make a final effort now for the upper hand. 

Seeing my determined attitude, he regarded it as a 
challenge, and at once took off" his jacket and held it out 
for Robbie Rosson to take charge of. Robbie promptly 
showed the tenor of his feelings by allowing the jacket 
to fall upon one of the grave-stones, and by coming to 
my sida Hercus merely busied himself in pacifying 
my dog, which had become restless on hearing our 
high words. 

Kinlay and I now stood face to face, and I almost 
trembled to think of the thrashing that was probably 
in store for ma He gave the first blow, which struck 
me soundly on the side of the head and knocked my 
cap off*. I buttoned my jacket tight and closed with 
my adversary, yet with small success. The fight was 
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for a few moments unequal. Tom was much the taller, 
and his big feet, with their hide sandals, seemed to grip 
the elastic turf. His fists, too, were large and hard, 
and his lunging strokes were enough to stagger one 
of our native ponies. 

Against this superiority I had to depend upon such 
power of limb and endurance as I had acquired by- 
long practice at cliff-climbing and in swimming the 
strong currents of Scapa Flow. For a time a heavy 
blow on my chest disabled me, and my right arm 
was sorely bruised by the many blows it had suf- 
fered in guarding my face. Still, I was determined not 
to give in; and, just as one gets a second wind in 
swimming, so did I now feel a new and strange strength 
come upon me. I continued the conflict with renewed 
energy. 

Stepping backward upon one of the flat tombstones, 
I once more stood ready to receive my opponent. He 
struck without effect at my face, and while he was 
recovering his balance I saw my opportunity, and hit 
him a strong blow between the eyes. He staggered 
and fell, and I saw that the fight was over. Rising to 
his feet he did not retaliate, but picked up his jacket, 
wrapped his store of the treasure into his seal's skin, and 
wiping the dripping blood from his nose, walked away 
across the heath in the direction of Crua Breck, mutter- 
ing a vow of vengeance. 

The combat had been sharp and effectual; but it was 
the outburst of an antagonism which had long been 
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gathering strength: it was the practical declaration of 
an enmity that grew and lasted for many a day. 



CHAPTER IX 

CAPTAIN GORDON. 

I WAS oppressed with a weight of weariness by the 
time that I came within sight of Stromness. After 
leaving Hercus and Rosson over at Yeskenaby, I met 
not a person until I reached the shores of Hamla Voe. 
Here, however, on turning from the moorland path 
into the main road, I saw a stranger resting upon the 
low wall at the road-side. He was evidently admiring 
the scene presented by the quiet bay of Stromnesa 

A barque lay at anchor in the harbour, her tall, 
tapering masts and taut ropes clearly defined against 
the gray sky. Beyond the bright beacon-light of the 
Ness, the sloping island of Graemsay could barely be 
distinguished from the deep purple mountains of Hoy, 
and along the line of the bay stood the gabled houses 
of the town, their dimly-lighted windows reflected on 
the water. 

As I approached the stranger, I saw that he was a 
seafarer. 

"Fine night, sir," I said in salutation as I passed 
him. 

" Ay, very fine. What way is the wind, my lad?" 
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" Sou'-sou'-west," I replied, looking up at a few flecks 
of white cloud in the clear sky. 

"Are you going on to Stromness? If so, I will walk 
along with you. That's a fine bird you're carrying. 
What do you call it?" 

" A hen-harrier, sir. My dog caught it over on the 
moor. Is that your barque lying in the bay, sir, the 
Lydiar 

"Ay; she's a rakish craft, isn't she? Were sailing 
again in the morning for South America. Do you 
think we shall have a fair wind, my lad?" 

"Yes, if it does not veer round too much to the 
westward." 

" You appear to have studied the weather," he said. 

"Yes," I answered. "In Stromness we all notice 
the wind, and father has taught me to know all the 
signs of the weather." 

"Then your father is a fisherman, I suppose?" he 
remarked, as he turned to walk down the brae with me. 

" Father's a pilot," I said. " I'm Sandy Ericson's lad." 

" Ericson ! Ah ! I know Ericson. He's a splendid fel- 
low, a regular Norseman, in fact." And then he pro- 
ceeded to praise my father as I had so often before 
heard him praised, and with all of which I did not 
venture to disagree. 

He spoke with me until we reached the entrance to 
the town, where I noticed Andrew Drever, my school- 
master, walking in advance of us, carrying his rod 
under his arm and a string of fish in his hand. 
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"Good evening, sir!" I said, as we overtook him. 

"Hello, Halcro, my lad!" he exclaimed, as cheerily 
as though he had not seen me for weeks. 

"Good evening!" said my sailor companion to the 
dominie. "I see you have some fine trout there." 

"Yes," said Andrew, when he had returned the 
greeting. " They're not so bad, and I've had some fine 
sport with them. Are you coming from Kirkwall ?" 

" No," replied the sailor. " I was just up the hill 
there for a saunter in the gloaming. The gloaming 
lasts very long here, I notice. What time is it dark 
in midsummer?" 

"In midsummer?" replied Andrew. "Well, it's sel- 
dom darker than this; and on the twenty-first of June 
you can see the sun even at midnight from the top of 
the Ward Hill yonder. You'll belong to one of the 
ships here, no doubt, sir?" 

" Yes, that barque out there with the tall masts." 

" Ay, she came in to-day. That will be the Lydia, 
I'm thinking, and you will be Captain Gordon ? Bailie 
Duke was telling me you were in the port. And when 
do you sail?" 

" To-morrow," said the captain. " We're bound for 
Brazil; but I was wanting to see some people to-night. 
Pilot Ericson asked me to smoke a pipe with him. 
Then I have to see Grace Drever, to — " 

"Grace Drever!" exclaimed the dominie, evidently 
wondering what the sailor could want to see his 
mother for. 
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" Yes," continued Captain Gordon, " My ship's over- 
run with mice, and I was directed to Grace Drever, 
who, I am told, deals in all the charms and cantrips a 
sailor can require." 

"Charms and cantrips!" echoed the schoolmaster. 
"Why, who on earth has been putting such notions 
into your head? I doubt if you go to Grace Drever 
on such an errand you'll be disappointed, sir.'* 

"You know the old lady, then?" said the captain. 

" Just as well as a man can know his own mother," 
replied Andrew. 

"Oh! then, you'll be the schoolmaster? Really, I 
beg your pardon; but I was told that Mistress Drever 
had dealings with such things; and although I am not 
exactly superstitious — " 

"Never mind, sir, never mind. It's just some ig- 
norant lads have been making up the story; and it's 
all one to me, for I know well it's not true. There 
was once a woman in Stromness, I will allow, who 
used to sell favourable winds to the sailors. But 
though there is still a most lamentable amount of 
superstition in the Orkney folk — belief in witches and 
warlocks and such nonsense — it's gradually, just gradu- 
ally, dying away." 

" No doubt the influence of your schools," observed 
the captain, anxious to conciliate. 

" Ay, no doubt," said Andrew. " But what was it 
you were saying about mice?" 

"Why, we're just infested with them, and I must 
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get either cats or poison for them, or I'll not say but 
we may be manned by mice instead of men before we 
get beyond Cape Wrath." 

" My mother has a cat," quietly remarked Andrew, 
" one of the few we have in Orkney. And though she 
does not deal in witchery, you might bring her to part 
with Baudrons. Now, if you'll come home with me 
and have a taste of these trout — " 

" Oh, thanks, thanks, most happy!" said the captain. 

Now this, I thought, was a very graceful invitation 
for Andrew Drever to give to a stranger who had only 
a few moments before implied that his mother was a 
witch. But it was a kindness such as he was ever show- 
ing; and I must add that Captain Gordon was one of 
those easy-mannered sailors who at once give an agree- 
able impression. I myself liked him from the very 
first, and I had afterwards many reasons for rejoicing 
in the friendship thus casually made. 

" I have something here for you, sir," I said to the 
schoolmaster, holding up the dead falcon that I carried. 

"Oh! come along with us, too, Halcro. Send your 
dog home, and come and take some supper with me." 

I a&sented, and continued walking by his side as he 
talked with the captain. 

We had now entered the street of Stromness. It was 
a narrow passage which one might span with arms out- 
stretched, and paved without a causeway — for it was 
built when there were no vehicles in Orkney — and 
crooked as the inside of a whelk shell, suggesting star- 
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light smuggling and romantic meetings. In the win- 
dows and obscure corners of the passages dim lamps 
peeped forth in the darkness, and the flickering fire- 
light in the houses fell upon the stones through the 
open doorways, whereat sailors stood smoking their 
pipes and gossiping women talked. 

We turned up a little lane that led to the school- 
house, and my dog trotted home without me, to let my 
mother know I was near. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE DOMINIE EXPLAINS. 

WE found Grace Drever preparing the peat-fire for 
frying the fish. The good old woman did not 
hear us enter, but Andrew was a punctual man, and it 
was with no show of surprise 'that his mother at length 
recognized his presence. 

Grace Drever was an active woman, somewhat bent 
with age, but with no signs of decaying faculties, save 
in the case of her extreme deafness. Her hair was still 
black, and her eyesight was quick. Her memory for 
local events was as good as an almanac to the people 
of Stromness, and there was something strangely un- 
canny about her nature that was itself almost an excuse 
to those who hinted that she had dealings with the 
under- world. She was one of the older style of our 
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inhabitants, who retained the primitive habits and 
customs of the island, whose spoken language had in 
it a mixture of the Norse, which distinguished it from 
the simpler Scotch dialect familiarly used by us of 
the younger generation, and yet more from the purer 
English into which we were drilled at school. 

Andrew Drever generally spoke good English in the 
presence of strangers, though he lapsed into the broad 
native speech in friendly talk with the fisher-folk. 

" I hae brought Captain Gordon wi' me to hae a taste 
o* the trout," he said to his mother as we entered the 
room, where she bent over the fire. 

"Gordon! Gordon! I dinna ken ony Gordon. What's 
the name o* his ship?" 

" He belongs to the Lydia, the barque that cam' in 
this forenoon." 

"Aw, yes, I ken his ship, but I dinna ken the cap- 
tain. Yes, yes, he'll get a taste o* the troot, I warrant 
him that." Then turning to Mr. Gordon, she con- 
tinued: "Ye were never in Stromness afore, captain? 
No? Ye maun speak loud — it's terrible dull o' hearing 
I am." 

The captain looked at Grace as she applied a strange, 
shell-like horn to her right ear, and went closer to him. 

" The Lydia has a great many mice on board," said 
the captain. 

"Ay, you'll be takin' it out to America for the black 
folk, no doubt. It's terrible hot in America, they say. 
But where got you the ice? Not from Leith?" 

(669) E 
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" He didna say ice," interposed Andrew. " The cap- 
tain says his ship's full o* mice" 

"Ah, mice! What for does he not get a cat?" 

"It's your oWn cat he was wanting to get," said 
Andrew. 

"ify cat! my Baudrons! Troth, I dinna think I 
could part with Baudrons. I'm terrible fond of 
Baudrons. Was there not a cat in Stromness forbye 
mine?" Grace said this as she selected some of the 
largest trout and took them away to clean. 

As I sat on a chair near the door, weary after my 
long tramp with the heavy burden of silver and the 
dead hawk, and somewhat bruised by my fight, Mr. 
Drever and the captain engaged in a long conversation 
relating to the Orkneys. But during an interval of 
their talk I ventured to draw the schoolmaster's atten- 
tion to the dead bird that I had brought for him. 

" We caught this bird over on the moor the day, sir," 
I said, " and I brought it, thinking ye'd like to put it 
in one o' your glass cases." 

"Man, Halcro, but that's a bonnie specimen! A 
harrier, a hen-harrier, I declare! 'Deed but it will be 
a right fine addition to our collection. And what way 
did ye kill it, d'ye say? Not wi' a gun, surely?" 

"No; it was flying after a peewit, and the dog 
caught it. Willie Hercus thrawed its neck." 

" Well, well, that's most amazing. How I wish I'd 
been with you. I'd rather hae caught a harrier than 
a hundred sea-trout" 
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"Did ye get some good fishing at the Bush, sir?" I 
asked, changing the subject. 

"Oh, ay, very good, very good; thanks to those 
hooks o' yours, Halcro. I left a dozen trout wi* Jack 
Paterson's wife, and a dozen wi' Mary Firth, and these 
I brought home. That's no sae bad, is it?" 

Then, when he had satisfied his admiration of the 
dead hawk, he took us into the school- room, to show 
the captain his cases of stufifed birds and animals. 
Already he had determined that he would mount the 
hawk in the attitude of swooping down upon a lapwing. 

It turned out that Captain Gordon was interested in 
birds, and knew a good deal about their habits. I 
remember he told us of a swallow which had once 
flown on board his ship when they were over a thou- 
sand miles from any land, and of how the bird, ex- 
hausted by its long flight, allowed him to hold it in 
his hand and feed it with small insects taken from the 
decayed timbers of the ship. 

When we were seated at the table over our meal of 
fried trout, I had to relate my experiences of the after- 
noon, which I did from beginning to end, omitting only 
the circumstance of my fight with Kinlay. I did not 
wish to say anything against a schoolmate, and an 
account of the fight would have involved i^npleasant 
explanations. The two men listened with attention to 
my account of the sealing; but they were incredulous 
when I told them about finding the hidden silver. 
When the table was cleared, however, and I spread 
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out the contents of the seal's skin, Grace and they 
gathered round in astonishment and eagerly examined 
the curiosities by the light of the hanging lamp and 
the flaming peats. 

Captain Gordon weighed the bars of silver in an 
imaginary balance in his hand, and gave his opinion as 
to their weight. The neck-rings and brooches also 
engaged his attention; but Andrew Drever found 
greater interest in the ancient coins, which he carefully 
examined, endeavouring to decipher the rough inscrip- 
tions upon them. Most of the coins were foreign, but 
there were two which he recognized as English — a 
Peter's penny of the tenth century, and an older coin, 
which he told me was nearly a thousand years old, 
bearing the name jEthelstan Rex.' I cannot describe 
his delight in looking over these little pieces of silver, 
or his satisfaction when I offered to let him take charge 
of them until we determined what should be done 
with the collection. 

When the interest in my treasures had somewhat 
abated, Mr. Drever and the captain exchanged con- 
jectures concerning the probable origin of what we 
had discovered at Skaill JBay. They could come to no 
issue by all their arguments, until I chanced to men- 
tion once more the incident of the rat and its curious 
hiding-place in the skull. 

"A skull! a human skull!" exclaimed the dominie. 
" Why, that explains it all. I can see it now. I can 
see it clearly ! " 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE DOMINIE EXPLAINS. 69 

"See what clearly?" inquired the captain. 

" This," said Andrew with a tone of conviction, " that 
what the lads have discovered is nothing less than the 
grave of Kierfiold Haffling, the great viking of Orkney." 
Then turning to the captain he continued: "You see, 
Captain Gordon, it was the custom of the old sea-kings 
to bury their dead heroes in caves on the sea-shore, or 
to place the body in a boat and send it drifting to sea 
on its long voyage. In either case it was usual to 
dress the hero in full battle array, with helmet, sword, 
and shield, to enable him to fight his way to Valhalla. 
These relics here of Ericson's, and those that the other 
lads have gotten, are just such things as would be 
buried in a viking's grave. The human skull in their 
midst puts the matter beyond a doubt." 

" Curious, very curious!" murmured Captain Gordon. 
"But, sir, how do you identify this supposed grave 
with that of the particular warrior you have men- 
tioned?" 

"Kierfiold Haffling? Oh, well, you see, captain, I 
may be making a mistake; but, as it happens, I have 
seen a runic inscription over at Stenness which ex- 
pressly states that the Jarl Haffling was buried with 
his earthly treasures to the north-west of the Maes- 
howe. Now, the Bay of Skaill, where the lads made 
the discovery, is exactly north-west of Stenness. The 
one thing that surprises me is that the treasure was 
not found long since, for the inscription has clearly 
indicated its position, and has further stated that 
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'happy is he who discovers this great wealth/ It 
seems to me, however, that no person ever thought of 
searching within the tide-line." 

" But, after aU," said the captain, " the wealth does 
not seem so enormous. Why, I would hesitate to offer 
a ten-pound note for the whole lot" 

" No, it is not indeed enormous, in a worldly sense, 
I admit But you must consider the importance of the 
discovery from what I may call an archaeological point 
of view. You see the relics have a historical value, 
Mr. Gordon." 

The schoolmaster then turned to me and said: 

" I think, Halcro, it s a pity that you lads didn't keep 
these things all together, and bring them here as ye 
found them. What for did ye divide them, as though 
they were so many blackberries? Ye couldn't do any- 
thing with them — ye can't sell the things." 

"It was Tom Kinlay said he thought we should 
share them, sir. I didn't think we were doing wrong." 

"Tom Kinlay kens nothing about such matters, 
Halcro. Just you get the three other lads to bring 
each his share to me. I will look after it and. see that 
ye dinna lose anything. You see, although ye found 
the treasure, you lads, it doesn't rightly belong to you. 
No doubt ye'U be rewarded in some way for your find; 
but I must tell you that the law will not let you keep 
it to yoursels. A person finding treasure of this sort 
can have only a third part of its value. Is that not so, 
Mr. Gordon?" 
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" Yes," said the captain, * I fancy you're right, Mr. 
Drever. Of course you refer to the law of treasure 
trove 1" 

" Exactly," agreed the master. Then turning to me, 
he continued: 

"You see, Halcro, the Crown will claim a share of it, 
and the laird gets another part. So ye'd better let the 
other lads ken about this. Let them understand that 
they are breaking the law if they keep their discovery 
a secret." 

" Yes, sir, 111 tell Rosson and Hercus before school- 
time in the morning." 

"And Kinlay?"said Mr. Drever, looking question- 
ingly in my face. 

" Maybe you'd better speak to him yoursel, sir," I 
returned, almost afraid to say that my companionship 
with Tom was at an end. 

"Hello! what's in the wind in that quarter? A 
quarrel, eh ? I have noticed that scratch on your cheek. 
Has that anything to do with Kinlay?" 

I put my hand to my cheek and found that there 
was blood there. I had received a scratch that I was 
before unconscious of. 

"Well, sir," I saiU, "Kinlay and I did have a bit of 
a fight over at Bigging. There was a dispute over the 
sharing of the treasure." 

And then I thought of the small black stone that 
Tom had given me as an equivalent of the bar of silver 
he had appropriated for himself. It was not amongst 
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the articles I had shown to the schoolmaster and the 
captain. I thought that I had perhaps left it lying on 
the grave-stone; but searching my pockets, I at last 
found it in one of them, where I had carelessly thrust 
it when the fight began. I placed it on the table 
before Captain Gordon, who examined it curiously. 

** What d*you make of this, sir?" asked he, turning 
to the dominie. "The stone, if it is a stone at all, looks 
worthless; and yet I see this ring round it is the only 
piece of metal that is neither silver nor bronze, but gold." 

"Gold!" I exclaimed, bending over to look at it. 

" Yes, gold undoubtedly," said the captain. 

Grace Drever, who had said little during the exa- 
mination of the store of silver coins and ingots beyond 
asking questions as to the manner of our finding it, 
and giving utterance to such ejaculations as "Losh 
me!" and "Saw ever onybody the likes o' that?" now 
took the black stone in her hand, and having pondered 
over it for a while, said, holding up her finger to me: 

"Laddie, take care of this peerie^ thing. It will be 
of more worth to thee than all the other gear together." 

I did not quite understand. The gold ring, I thought, 
could not surely be worth more than that heap of sil- 
ver. And yet Grace was so serious in what she said 
that I could scarcely doubt her word. 

I was about to ask her for an explanation when we 
were interrupted by the lifting of the latch of the door, 
and a rush of cold air made the lamp-light flicker 
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CHAPTER XL 

MY SISTER JESSIE. 

WE all turned to the door to see the cause of this 
interruption. It was my sister Jessie who en- 
tered, and paused on the threshold as she observed the 
presence of a stranger. She wore no covering on her 
head, and her brown hair fell in natural curls on her 
shoulders and about her neck. 

Captain Gordon rose politely and stood with his 
hands clasping the back of his chair. Jessie raised her 
large dark eyes towards him for a moment and looked 
confused. I think this was the first time in my life 
that I felt conscious that my sister was more beautiful 
than any other Orkney girl I knew, with the one ex- 
ception of Thora Kinlay. She was at that time nine- 
teen years of age; she was tall and graceful, and very 
easy in her movements. It is true she had no accom- 
plishments, such as those of Bailie Duke's daughters; 
but her education in Mr. Drever's school had been 
sound, and she could keep house as well as any fisher- 
man's wife in Orkney, and row a boat as well as any 
lad. 

"Was it Halcro ye were seeking, Jessie?" asked old 
Grace, as though my sister s presence there was a 
matter of as little concern to her as the presence of the 
old German clock in the comer of the room. 
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" Yea/* said Jessie. " His dog came home without 
him, and we were feared he had gone ower the cliflEs, or 
that some other mischance had happened him. Where 
have ye been, Halcro, so late as ye are? You should 
have been in your bed langsyne." 

As I went to the nail for my cap, the dominie intro- 
duced Captain Gordon to Jessia She greeted the sailor 
without ceremony — for in Orkney we are not demon- 
strative in this particular. But the officer held out his 
hand, and she took it with evident confusion. I think 
she could not have failed to notice the difference be- 
tween this handsome young man and the gray-haired, 
toddy-drinking captains who usually came into Strom- 
ness and hung about our home in the Anchor Close. 

Captain Gordon did not sit down again. Perhaps 
the mention of the name Ericson reminded him of his 
appointment with my father. But he had not yet 
effected his purpose of securing Grace Drever's cat, and 
he turned to the old woman, asking her again if she 
would part with Baudrons. 

Grace, I do not doubt, had been impressed by the 
open-hearted bearing of the captain, and I had noticed 
his kindly way of addressing her, so that she might 
hear him without effort But she looked fondly at her 
cat as he sat before the crimson fire, licking his lips 
after the fish bones he had eaten. Few mice or rats 
came in his way, but — luck for Baudrons — there was 
an abundance of fish, and the wild birds that Andrew 
brought home supplied him with many a stolen banquet. 
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There was one ruling passion in Baudrons, and that 
was his desire to gain possession of the noisy jack- 
daw which so often disturbed him with its steady shin- 
ing eyes as they looked down at him from behind the 
wicker bars of the cage. I believe Baudrons antici- 
pated the death of Peter as the crowning achievement 
of his life; and had he been consulted in the matter of 
the Lydia he might have shown some reluctance to 
enter the community of mice before he had compassed 
the jackdaw's death. 

Grace was finally prevailed upon — much to the satis- 
faction of the dominie — to give up her cat; and it was 
arranged that I should take Baudrons out to the ship 
before school-time on the following morning.' 

I was preparing to leave with Jessie and Captain 
Gordon, when Mrs. Drever called me to her near the 
fire. 

" Come here, Halcro, laddie. Tak the peerie-stone, 
see, and have a care that ye dinna lose it;" and she 
handed to me the little black stone. 

Mr. Drever was standing beside her, and I looked 
to him to ask if I should take possession of this much 
of the viking's treasure. 

" Take it, take it, Halcro," he said. " There can be 
no harm in your keeping it — at least until we find 
whether the authorities claim it or not. I canna think 
that there would be any money value in it to speak 
of. But you'd better be careful not to lose it at any 
rate." 
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"But the thing is of no use to me, sir, is it?" I 
asked. 

" That's for you to find out, Halcro,** said he. *' You 
see it is a sort of charm, or amulet The old Scandi- 
navian vikings used to carry such things about with 
them, in the belief that by so doing they would be 
protected from all personal harm. Our Jarl Baffling, 
I suppose, wore this same amulet at his neck to ensure 
his safety through the perils of the battle and the 
storm. No doubt he believed that the possession of 
such a talisman gave him a charmed existence. The 
sea could not drown him, sword could not wound him, 
fortune favoured him, so long as he wore this little 
stone on his breast." 

" And yet, sir, the Jarl Haffling came to his grave in 
the Bay of Skaill," I said incredulously. 

" Ay, lad, so he did, so he did. But we must sup- 
pose that Odin, the god of the Norsemen, had thought 
it time to reward him by calling him off from his 
earthly battles to the Halls of Valhalla." 

Captain Gordon here approached us, and whilst he 
and Mr. Drever were bidding each other good-night, I 
stood looking into the fire, meditating upon the strange 
thing my schoolmaster had told me. I put the little 
stone securely into my breast pocket, feeling the new 
responsibility I bore in being guarded by such a 
mysterious influence; for I did not doubt that the pro- 
tection given by my talisman to the dead viking would 
now be extended to myself. 
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Grace Drever had some instructions to give me 
regarding the taking away of her cat, and when I left 
her my sister Jessie and Captain Gordon were already 
walking together down the brae. I soon overtook them. 
Jessie was questioning the captain about his ship. 

"Father was saying she's a very good ship/' said 
she; "but I think mysel' that her masts are ower high; 
and if ye were taken in one o' the spring gales off the 
Orkneys you'd find that they are, Mr. Gordon." 

" Did the pilot say that our masts are too high, Miss 
Ericson?" asked the captain. 

" Nay, I was thinkin' it mysel'," said Jessie, " when 
I saw the barque lying near the Holms. High masts 
are good, I will allow, for carrying a heap o' sails, but 
our whaling ships never have masts so high as yours." 

" Well, but you must understand," urged the sailor, 
"that we are not bound for Davis Straits as your 
whalers are that went out to-day. In the tropical 
seas, where there is often a calm lasting several days, 
we need high masts and wide-spread sails. Miss Eric- 
son." 

" Yes, I ken that well enough," argued Jessia " But 
I have seen many a good ship wrecked on the Black 
Craigs in the spring-time, and I can aye tell when a 
ship will come back safe to Stromness." 

Captain Gordon seemed to treat my sister's criticism 
of his ship very lightly; but as events turned out, her 
warning was perhaps justifiable. 

When we turned into the Anchor Close, we found 
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my father standing at the house door, smoking his 
pipe and looking out for us. 

" Where has the lad been?" he asked of Jessie before 
he greeted the captain. 

" I found him up at the dominie's," she explained. 
And then she held out her hand to Mr. Gordon. 

"Fare ye well, Captain Gordon!" she said; "fare ye 
well, and a good voyage to you!" And she glided 
past him into the house. 

"Was the lass speakin' wi' you, skipper?" asked my 
father. 

" Yes," said Gordon. " She was telling me that my 
barque's masts are too high." 

"Ay! but it's no' sae often that she'll speak wi' a 
man. She's a blate lass wi' maist folk. But what kens 
she about a vessel's masts, I wonder?" 

My father, with his hands deep in his trousers 
pockets, then stepped down to the jetty and looked 
through the darkness towards the Lydia. 

" Ay, but I'm no that sure about it either, skipper. 
The masts are higher than ordinary. But ye'U come 
ben the house and smoke a pipe, maybe?" 

"Thank you, pilot, I don't mind — just for a half- 
hour before I go out to the ship." 

My father thereupon led the way within, and placed 
an easy-chair for Mr. Gordon under the large hurri- 
cane-lamp that hung from the low ceiling, and cast its 
yellow light about the room. The skipper glanced 
rapidly at the dark, old-fashioned furniture, at the 
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high-backed chairs, cushioned with the skins of seals, 
the strong teak- wood sideboard, and the heavy round 
table, upon which stood a quaint Dutch spirit-bottle 
and a couple of horn drinking-cupa He looked at the 
several pictures of ships battling with terrible storms, 
and at the pensive porcupine in its dusty glass-case, 
and then at the array of firearms and harpoons above 
the door of the press-bed. My dog Selta lay sound 
asleep upon a large polar-bear skin before the fire. 
Had he approached her and looked up the wide 
chimney he might have seen there the remains of our 
winter stock of smoked geese and hams hanging in the 
midst of the " reek." 

"I suppose you have been sailing foreign a good 
deal in your time, pilot?" said Mr. Gordon, when he 
was seated. He had got this notion, no doubt, from 
having observed the many foreign ornaments and 
weapons aboui the room. 

"No," said my father, **I hae never been abroad. 
All my life has been spent in the Mainland." 

"You mean Scotland — the mainland of Scotland?" 
said the captain, not seeming to understand the mean- 
ing of ihe "Mainland," which I may here explain is 
our local name for Pomona island — the largest of the 
Orkneys. 

"No, I didna mean Scotland, skipper — though, to 
be sure, I hae been over there many a time. We call 
this the Mainland, where we are just now. Many 
folks make the same mistake about that. I mind of 
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a skipper named Jock Abemethy. Jock had a brig o' 
his ain, though he kent naething aboot navigation, 
whatever. Weel, a lang while past it is noo, he was 
takin' his brig frae Portree, in Skye, across to the 
West Indies. His crew was nae better nor himseF. 
Weel, when they had been at sea twa or three months, 
Jock cam on deck ae momin', and, *Donald,' says he 
to his mate, 'd'ye not see land yonder to starboard?' 
*Ay, sir,' says Donald; 'I'm just thinkin' it will be the 
West Indies/ 'You're right there, Donald, the West 
Indies it is,' says Jock. "*See, yonder's the black folk 
sittin' waitin' for us!' and he pointed to the cormorants 
perched on the rocks. So the brig was hauled round, 
and when she was near inshore a pilot-boat cam oot 
to them. Jock hailed the pilot: 'What land is that?' 
he cried. 'It's the Mainland!' sings out the pilot. 
*What! the mainland o' America?' asks Jock, thinkin* 
he had missed the Indies. 'No, ye duffer, the Main- 
land o' Orkney, to be sure,' says the pilot 'What 
other Mainland is there?'" 

As I sat on my low stool by the fire, my mother and 
Jessie being in the inner room, I took the viking's 
charm from my pocket and examined it Captain 
Gordon had lighted his pipe, and when my father's 
anecdote was finished he said: 

" Now, Halcro, my lad, lay aft here and let us have 
another look at that magic stone of yours." And then, 
as I handed it to him, he proceeded to tell my father 
of our discovery of the treasure. 
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The two men discussed the probable value of what 
we had found, and I felt some disappointment in their 
estimate of what the dominie might be able to sell the 
relics for. 

" It is very good to find these things," said my father, 
blowing a mist of tobacco smoke from amidst his 
beard. "But what use are they, whatever? Nae use 
ava! The dominie might send them to the museum 
folk at Edinburgh, and he would get mebbe a pickle 
pounds for them — hardly enough for the lads to buy 
an auld boat wi*. I wouldna be bothered wi' the 
things." 

" What was it the old woman was saying about this 
stone, though, Halcro?" asked the captain. 

I repeated what Grace Drever told me — how the 
stone might protect me from accident and from the 
monsters of the sea; from the kraken and the kelpie, 
the warlocks and the wirracows; and how, having the 
charm at my neck, I need never fear climbing a cliff 
or entering upon the most dangerous adventure. 

"And do you believe all this, my lad?" asked 
Captain Gordon, taking his pipe from his lips and 
addressing me. 

" Well," I returned, with an earnestness that must 

have shown that I had not the smallest doubt upon 

the matter, " auld Grace Drever said it was * as true 

as death,' and the dominie did not deny that it was 

*just possible/ What for should I not believe it? and 

what for would the stone be bound with the gold ring 
rose) F 
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and buried with the other gear if it were not of some 
value beyond ordinary?" 

"OchI but I dinna doot there will be something in 
the stone," said my father, who, at the mention of the 
dominie s belief, cast away all questioning. " And it 
will not be the first time I have heard of such can- 
trips." And he told us of a man named Willie Reoch, a 
fisherman, who was preserved from the great Bore of 
Papa Westray in some such way. Willie Reoch and 
three other fishers were away at the saith-fishing, and 
when their boat was driven by the wind near to the 
Bore, they were drawn under by the whirling current 
and swamped. Reoch had round his neck a charm 
which Bessie Millie, the witch, had given to him, and 
so was the only one saved. " Na, na," continued my 
father, "I dinna doot there will be something won- 
dersome in the stone; and if any person would have 
such a thing, who would it be but the Norseman?" 

Thus did I become convinced in my mind that, by 
the possession of that little gold-encircled stone, I bore 
a charmed life. 

That night I lay with my precious talisman under 
my pillow. I thought of the events of the afternoon, 
and, remembering my fight with Tom Kinlay, attri- 
buted my victory over him to the influence which that 
talisman, then in my pocket, had already begun to 
work. I tried to imagine what kind of adventures 
had befallen the old viking whose bones we had dis- 
tiurbed, and wondered if I should ever encounter any 
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similar perila My opportunities of adventure were 
fewer than his could have been; but I determined to 
give my full trust to the mysterious aid in which Jarl 
Haffling had trusted in the ancient days. Then I heard 
my father unmooring the boat from the pier to take 
Captain Gordon out to his ship, and as the sound of 
the oars in the rowlocks died away in the night I fell 



CHAPTER Xn. 

A TRAGEDY AND A TRANSPORTATION. 

I WAS up and about on the following morning when 
the town was yet asleep. A cool, dewy mist hung 
in the air, and the rising sun spread a rosy bloom on 
the eastern sky. When I arrived at Andrew Drever's 
house there was no one moving within, but the door 
was not locked, and quietly lifting the latch I went 
inside to find the cat Baudrons, that I might take him 
out to the Lydia according to my promise. 

I made so little noise that even the jackdaw did not 
seem to notice my entrance, and I looked to his cage 
on the side-table. To my surprise the cage door was 
standing wide open and Peter was not there. But 
presently, from the school-room, I heard him chattering 
and croaking. Following the sound of his voice I 
discovered the bird perched high upon the dominie's 
desk looking down at Baudrons, who crouched below 
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him on the floor in the very act of preparing to spring, 
his cheeks swelled out and his great tail lashing the 
dusty floor. The door creaked as I opened it, and 
before I could interfere the cat was upon the desk 
with Peter struggling in his claws. Peter left a few 
black feathers in Baudron's possession, and escaping, 
flew over to the table by the window, where he hopped 
about with the greatest coolness, muttering, "William 
the Conqueror, ten sixty-six" — words which he had 
gathered from our history lessons in the schooL Bau- 
drons was after him in a moment. 

And now followed a terrible encounter. Instead of 
flying away the bird deliberately met the cat and 
stabbed at him valiantly with his long, heavy beak. 
They fell over on the floor together, and as they 
struggled, amid much noise of growling and chatter- 
ing and flapping of wings, I flung my cap at them, 
trying to effect a separation. Alas! before I could 
help the dominie's pet, the cat had the uppermost of 
him, and ran off* into the schoolmaster's private room 
with the jackdaw held firmly in his teeth. I followed, 
and tried to make the animal loosen his grip of poor 
Peter. He growled and spat as I approached him, 
and, fearing for the jackdaw's life, I hammered with 
my fist upon the door of the schoolmaster's press-bed 
and called out: '*Mr. Drever! Mr. Drever!" 

The dominie opened the bed door and sprang out to 
the rescue, his red woollen night-cap upon his head. 
But his help was of little use. We managed to get the 
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cat away from his prey; but the bird was fatally in- 
jured, blood was dripping from his neck as the good 
man took him up in his hands caressingly. 

"Poor Peter, poor Peter!" said he; "who has done this 
thing?" 

"William the Conqueror," faintly uttered the bird. 
Then giving a few feeble croaks, he died in the school- 
master's hands. 

Andrew Drever's tender emotion grew into anger as 
he thought of the murderer of his pet jackdaw, and he 
paced the room vowing vengeance against his mother's 
cat, which had now escaped into comparative security 
on the top of the kitchen cupboard. 

"Come down here, ye wretch!" he exclaimed, taking 
up a knife from the table and holding it up threaten- 
ingly. "Come down here, ye foul fiend. How dare ye 
touch a feather o' my Peter's wing?" 

"Dinna kill the cat, sir," I interposed, reminding 
him that I was there to take the animal aboard the 
Lydia. 

"Man, Halcro," said Andrew, sobering down, "I wish 
you had taken him away yestreen. But come, let us 
catch the brute and away with him, for he shall not 
bide in this house another hour." 

While Mr. Drever got an empty meal-bag and held 
it open, I took a long broom handle, and, standing on 
a chair, forced the cat to come down. We chased the 
animal about the room until we cornered him, when, 
putting the meal-bag over his head, we made him a 
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secure prisoner. Tying up the bag with a string, and 
cutting some breathing- holes, I carried the captive cat 
away, leaving Andrew Drever to grieve over the death 
of Peter the jackdaw. 

When I rowed out to the Lydia in my little boat, 
the mist had melted away in the warmth of the sun. 
The gray town, with its blue film of peat-smoke slowly 
rising into the clear air, was reflected upon the smooth 
water that lapped and lisped against the stone piers. 
The bubbling track of my boat as she plunged and 
curtsied in obedience to the oar-strokes alone disturbed 
the calm surface of the bay; but beyond the shelter of 
the harbour a brisk breeze fluttered the Blue Peter at 
the barque's foremast, and I did not fail to notice that 
it came from a favourable quarter. 

Father was already aboard when my boat scraped 
gently along the ship's side, and he threw a rope-end 
down to me to climb up by. 

Captain Gordon shook hands with me when I reached 
the quarter-deck. " Well, my lad," said he, " how d'ye 
think the Lydia looks for sea?" 

"She looks well and trim," I said, untying the mouth 
of the meal-bag; ''but I notice she has a slight list to 
the port side." 

"A list to port!" said he, looking forward. "Ha! 
that's unlucky. I wish it had been to starboard; but 
as it's not much, the men may not notice it. I fancy 
they'll see more of ill luck in this cat." 

When I opened the bag, Baudrons escaped with a 
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good dusting of flour on his fur. The cat looked 
wildly uneasy; he showed no signs of that gentle 
docility which Grace Drever admired in him; but 
with his cheeks puffed out and the loose skin about 
his nose and head drawn up in uncanny wrinkles, he 
dashed across the deck once or twice, lashing his tail 
from side to side like a savage brute, and then, ap- 
proaching the main hatchway, he made a great spring 
down the hold, there to enjoy himself amongst the mice. 



CHAPTER XIIL 

IN WHICH I RECEIVE A PRESENT. 

WHILE all was busy on deck, Captain Gordon took 
my father and me below to his cabin. It was 
a neatly fitted-up room with many books and pictures 
and maritime instruments that interested me. What 
most attracted my attention was the captain's private 
collection of fishing-tackle and his armoury. There 
were some fine landing-nets and rods with bright 
brass rings and reels, and the artificial flies were quite 
confusing in their number and variety. In the ar- 
moury were several six-shooters of different patterns, 
and many double-barrelled guns and ornamented rifles. 
Captain Gordon allowed me to handle some of these, 
and he explained their mechanism to me. One little 
fowling-piece that I examined was so light and so 
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beautifully made that I returned to it again and again 
while the captain and my father were talking together. 
It had a long steel barrel with delicate engraving upon 
it, and a carved stock. I was admiring the spring of 
the trigger work when Captain Gordon asked me if I 
was a good shot. 

" I have never fired a gun in my life," I said. 

To my surprise he said, "You may have that gun 
in your hand if you'll accept it." 

"0, but I canna think of taking it from you, captain!" 
I replied. 

"No, no, he*ll shoot himself," objected my father; 
" and that will not be so good as if he fell ower the 
cliffs. What will the lad want wi' a gun?" 

"But I'd like to give him it, pilot. He'll soon 
learn how to use it properly. Won't you, Halcro? And 
as for shooting himself, why, remember the magic-stone, 
pilot." 

Father muttered something to the effect that it was 
very good of the captain; and I, who was overwhelmed 
with gratitude for his kindness, feebly added my 
thanks. So Captain Gordon gave me the fowling- 
piece, together with a canister of gunpowder, and 
sufficient swan-shot, I thought, to kill all the wild 
fowl in Orkney. 

As I was leaving the ship, joyous in the possession 
of these ample materials for a whole summer of sport, 
and was bidding farewell to Captain Gordon, the mate 
came towards us at the rail and touched his hat. 
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"Well, Marshall, d'you want anything sent ashore?" 
asked the skipper. 

"Yes, sir," said Marshall, "I want to tell you that 
the men are grumbling about this cat being brought 
aboard. You know how superstitious they are. They 
want the lad to take it away with him again." 

" Their objections are silly and childish, Marshall," 
said Mr. Gordon. " They know that the ship is overrun 
with mica" 

"Yes, yes, sir; that's all very well. But they won't 
have the cat aboard; and I think you'd better have 
the beast sent off." 

" The men are a pack of fools. What harm can the 
poor cat do them, I'd like to know? They think it's 
unlucky, I suppose. Well, if they will have it so, send 
a couple of them down the hold to capture the animal. 
We must just bear the mice if the cat cannot remain. 
Look smart, now, the boy's in a hurry to get to his 
school." 

Two men were then sent below to search for Bau- 
drons, and I waited for their return. In about a 
quarter of an hour one of them came to say that the 
cat could not be found. 

"Very well, then, I can't keep the lad here any 
longer. We must send the cat ashore with the pilot." 
Then the captain turned to me. " Good-bye, Halcro, 
my lad !" he said; "perhaps we'll be back in Orkney on 
our homeward voyage. Maybe you'll be a pilot your- 
self by that time, and bring us into port. Good-bye!" 
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"Good-bye, Captain Gordon!" I murmured; and at 
that I slipped over the taffrail and was soon sitting in 
my boat again, rowing back to the town. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THORA. 

ON my way to the school that morning I chanced to 
meet Hercus and Rosson coming down one of the 
side alleys. 

"I say, lads," I began, "d'ye ken what Dominie 
Drever says about the siller things we found at Skaill?" 

"No! what is it, Half asked Hercus. 

" Why, he says that it was an old sea-king's grave 
that we discovered — one of those viking lads that we 
read about in the history book." 

"You don't say so!" exclaimed Rosson. 

" Yes, and he says that we must take all the siller 
to him at the school There's some law about it all, 
and we canna keep the things. We maun give them up." 

"Will ye give your share up, Hal?" asked Hercus. 

" I hae done so already," I said. " I left it wi' the 
dominie yestreen." 

The lads looked at each other, but neither offered 
any objection. 

" Oh, very well!" said Rosson, " I'll bring mine down 
i' the momin'." 
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" And I mine," echoed Hercus. 

During the first lesson in school it was noticed that 
Tom Kinlay was absent. 

" Where is your brother this morning, Thora?" asked 
Mr. Drever. 

*' Please, sir," said Thora, " I was to tell you that he's 
not to come to the school again. They're buildin' a 
new boat for father %,i Kirkwall, an' Tom's to be aboard 
of her." 

I thought it curious that Carver Kinlay should have 
a boat built in Kirkwall, and not by our own local 
builder. Tammy Lang, of Stromness. And what could 
this new boat be intended for? 

"Ay, Thora, but that's somewhat sudden!" said the 
dominie. "Why did he not wait till the end o' the 
week?" 

Thora raised her blue eyes in my direction as though 
she would appeal to me for an explanation. I did not 
then know, however, that the true and immediate 
cause of Tom's absence was that he was not in a fit 
condition to appear among his companions that mor- 
ning on account of the blow I had given him during 
our fight on the previous evening. 

After school-time Thora came to me and told me of 
her brother's return from the sealing expedition; of how 
he rushed into the house with his nose bleeding. And 
she explained that, as they sat at their porridge in the 
morning, she had noticed the purple patches under his 
eyes and the swelling of the bridge of his nose. 
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I own that I felt extremely sorry for having inflicted 
these injuries upon Tom, nor could I wholly hide from 
Thora the actual cause of them. But when Mr. Drever 
asked about him Thora knew as little of that cause &s 
I did of the effect of my blow upon Tom*s nose. 

Notwithstanding the many little quarrels between 
her brother and herself, Thora was too generous to be 
glad at his misfortune; but I fancied there was a glance 
of satisfaction in her eyes when I said to her: 

"It was a fight that we had, Thora Tom and I 
quarrelled over some old siller things we found across 
at Skaill when we were at the sealing." 

" And which of ye beat the other, Halcro ?" she asked, 
with almost a boy's interest in a stand-up fight. " But 
I needna ask that, surely; for I can see fine that Tom 
had the worst of it. If it werena for that wee scratch 
on your cheek I wouldn't hae kenned ye hiad been in 
a fight; but as for Tom, why, he's just a] perfect sight 
to look upon!" 

I need hardly say that my quarrel with Kinlay did 
in no wise alter the friendship that existed between 
Thora and me. I had for her a fondness which Tom's 
bullying and tyranny had no power to diminish. 
Thora, indeed, was a girl whom none except those 
who were influenced by envy could help admiring. She 
was the favourite of all the school, and amongst us, her 
only enemy was her brother. My own sympathy with 
her was all the greater because I knew that she was so 
much the subject of his rule. I knew how he had forced 
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her to obey him, and to bend before all his humours 
and his whims, and I was sorry for, whilst I was still 
unable to help her. In this servitude we had been 
companions, in common with Rosson and Hercus; and 
many a time had she come to me, with tears in her 
eyes, to tell me of some new act of tyranny that she 
had suffered at her brother's hands. 

On one such occasion I found her down at the 
shore side with little Hilda Paterson. She had been 
going out on the bay to paddle about in a small boat 
that Tom was in the habit of using. He saw the two 
girls taking the oars, and straightway he ordered 
them ashore, striking Thora on the cheek, himself 
taking possession of the boai 

The two girls were standing in their disappoint- 
ment on the beach when I came up and heard their 
story. 

" Never mind, Thora," I said. " Come along wi' me. 
Ill get out my father's dinghey, and we three will go 
for a fine sail." 

I rowed them out beyond the Holms, for it was a 
bright calm day; and when we got out into the breezy 
bay the mast was stepped, the little lug-sail hoisted, and 
then we went speeding over to Graemsay island like a 
shear- water skimming the waves. Graemsay was our 
imagined El-dorado, and on the voyage we fancied our- 
selves encountering many surprising adventures. Ship- 
wrecks and sea-fights were by no means uncommon 
events. We threw spars of wood over the stem, and 
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at the cry of " Man overboard!" the ship was put about 
to pick him up. But while we easily overcame these 
imagined disasters, there were some real dangers to 
encounter, and in the midst of our merry talk and 
laughter we had ever to keep a careful watch on the 
conduct of the boat, and to look out for the safest 
channels and the sunken rocks. Hilda,'"who regarded 
the approach of an imagined iceberg with complacency, 
became really timid when she noticed a heavy squall 
coming towards us from the outer sea; and until the 
sail had been lowered, and our bow hove round to 
meet the breeze and let it pass, I believe she was not 
quite confident that I was able to manage the boat in 
safety. 

Thora had often referred to this pleasant sail, and 
the few primroses I had gathered for her on the banks 
of a rivulet running down one of the Graemsay glens 
she had worn at her neck for many daya Many a 
time when, from our place in the class, she had seen 
through the window the red-sailed fishing-boats battling 
with the sudden gusts of wind in the rapid currents of 
the Sound, she would look as though she would remind 
me of the way we had managed the dinghey in the 
same dangerous floWo Thus did she begin to trust me, 
as mariners trusted my father. 

If it had not been that during the lessons, in common 
with his pupils, Andrew Drever took a secret pleasure 
in looking through the little window across Stromness 
harbour, and, from his position at the desk, watching 
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the movements of the shipping, it is probable he would 
have erected some curtain there. The window oflFered 
a distraction to us all, for it often took our attention 
from our tasks, and caused many interruptions in the 
course of the day. But, as I have indicated, Andrew 
was not a severe task-master, and that, perhaps, was 
one reason of our affection for him. This morning his 
glances were divided between the empty bird-cage at 
the door and the barque now making ready for sea. 
His poor jackdaw with its chattering — a sound once so 
monotonous and wearying, now most earnestly wished 
for — was gone, but the murderer of his pet, the brutal 
Baudrons, was now closely stowed away under the 
main hatches of the Lydia, and the dominie had his 
revenge. 

There was at least one other pair of eyes watching the 
trim barque, as her unfurled canvas caught the breeze 
and she sped away like a graceful gull. To my sister 
Jessie, whom, after school, I found sitting by the little 
pier at the Anchor Close, the vessel seemed to be carry- 
ing away one who had suddenly awakened in her a 
new interest in life. Captain Gordon had spoken but 
little with her, he was still but a stranger, but so sel- 
dom did she have speech with any man, that this 
meeting with one so brave and handsome as the cap- 
tain of the Lydia naturally made a deep impression 
upon her. 

I should not, however, have remarked anything 
unusual in Jessie — except, perhaps, that she was less 
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active with her fingers — had not my mother, who came 
out to wash some dishes in the sea, taken notice of my 
sister's vacant eyes. 

"One would fancy, Jessie," said my mother — "one 
would fancy that there was no wind out yonder that 
you send so many sighs to fill the captain's sails. 
What like a man is he? " 

" Dinna ask such questions, mother," said Jessia " I 
saw him only in the gloaming. His voice was like the 
sighing of the waves and his eyes were like the seal's. 
Ah I hell not come back again to Stromness, never 
again;" and as Jessie gave another sigh the ship dis- 
appeared behind the Ness. 

For long afterwards Jessie would speak of Captain 
Gordon, and I noticed with what concern she heard 
each reference to him, made by either myself or my 
father. Even the gun which the captain had given 
me was some sort of a solace to her, for whenever I 
was cleaning the weapon she would take it in her 
hands and admire the elegant workmanship displayed 
in the ornamented stock and the bright steel barrel, 
and then lay it down with a gentle sigh, and I knew 
she was thinking of Mr. Gordon. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



IN WHICH THE VIKING'S AMULET IS PROVED 97 

CHAPTER XV. 

IN WHICH THE VIKING'S AMULET IS PROVED. 

I AVAILED myself of an early opportunity of trying 
my new gun. One afternoon I found Kobbie 
Rosson down at the shore-side. He was standing near 
to my boat, which was moored to the jetty, and look- 
ing as though he would give anything for a sail in her. 

"Are ye going for a sail to-day, Hal?" he asked 
meekly. 

"Ay, I'll go, if youll come with me, Robbie," I 
agreed. "If ye like we'll take a run o'er to Hoy 
Head. Til bring my gun, and we'll have a shot at the 



Robbie's face brightened up at the prospect, and I 
went indoors to fetch the gun and a supply of ammuni- 
tion; also my climbing ropes, in case we needed them. 

We were soon in the boat. Robbie took the oars and 
rowed out until we could hoist the little sail, and then 
we rounded the Ness and got out into Hoy Sound. 
The wind was westward, and the current in our favour, 
so that we had a grand sail across the sound to the 
Kame of Hoy — Robbie at the tiller, and I sitting near 
him on the windward gunwale. How our boat danced 
along and curtsied on the green curling waves! How 
her bows lifted and fell and sent a belt of foam along- 
side and away behind us in a bubbling track! 0, it 
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was glorious, that sail across to Hoy! Sitting there in 
the sunshine, the fresh breeze blowing in our faces, we 
had nothing to do but tend the helm and keep the 
boat well to the wind, and away we sped. 

Our enjoyment of the sail was so full that we spoke 
but little. We talked of Tom Kinlay's work on his 
father's new boat, and made surmises as to the nature 
of the trade or traffic it was to be engaged in; but 
whether the boat was to be sent to the saith fishing, 
or to be used as a tender to the ships, we could not tell. 
There was one thing that Robbie wanted to set his 
mind easy about, and that was the viking s amulet. 
In common with all the lads in the school, he had heard 
of the wonderful powers attributed to this little stone; 
and, like them, he was thoroughly credulous of its 
ability to preserve me from personal harm, yet anxious 
as I was myself to put it to the proof. 

" I'd like fine if we could have a chance of adventure 
to-day," he said, taking the stone in his hand as it 
hung by a cord from my neck. " How can we be sure 
that the thing will be the saving of you, if ye dinna 
put it to the trial?" 

"We'll see, we'll see," I said. "But there's no use 
seeking danger for the sake of trying the eflects of the 
charm. Maybe we'll find the danger without seeking 
it, however, and then we'll have the proof." 

As we sailed swiftly under the high clifis of Hoy 
Head we watched the mad plunging of the landward- 
rushing waves, and saw them hurl themselves at the 
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great rocks, leaping in clouds of spray. What a rattle 
and a roar each wave made on the pebbles of the beach 
as it drew back before returning to the charge! And in 
the midst of the foam the sea-birds circled and screamed 
in their flight. 

We had some difficulty in finding a safe landing- 
place among the surge; but at last we steered the boat 
into the quiet Bay of the Stairs, and soon drove her 
nose into the stony beach and drew her well up out of 
he water, fastening her painter round a large rock. 

Safely landed, Robbie shouldered the climbing ropes 
and I took the gun, having a stock of dry powder and 
shot in my pockets. We climbed over some large 
boulders into the next creek, where, as we had ex- 
pected, we found a multitude of noisy sea-birds, some 
floating on the clear pools on the shore, others running 
about among the sea- worn stones or seeking food with 
busy beaks in the bright green and crimson weeds that 
lay in patches among the pebbles. The ledges of the 
clifis were crowded with gulls, whose plumage was as 
snowy as the very foam that the high waves scattered 
over their ranks. In a little cove at the extremity of 
the bay were scores of kittiwakes, chattering over some 
dead fish thrown up by the sea. 

Here was a rare hunting-ground for two eager 
young sportsmen! Close to us a couple of tumstones, 
smart little birds in brown, with bright-red legs and 
beaks, were busy on a heap of kelp. I levelled my 
gun at them, and was about to fire, when Robbie 
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stayed my hand and pointed to a large cormorant 
sheltering in a deep niche of the cliff and looking 
darker even than the dark rock over its head. I 
altered the direction of my aim, keeping well out of 
the bird's sight, with my back against a wall of 
granite. It was well for me that I did so, for without 
this support in the rear I should surely have fallen. 
When I drew the trigger I received a fearful blow in 
the chest from the butt of the gun and a thump on the 
back from the rock. The report of the gun sounded 
loud through the chasms, and the echo was repeated 
along the line of the cliffs and far over among the 
glens, as though a whole volley of musketry had been 
fired. Birds flew about in all directions, uttering wild 
cries of warning to each other. The air was crowded 
with flying gulls. 

When the smoke cleared away we looked for our 
cormorant, and there he was, perched on the same bald 
point of rock, coolly preening his black feathers. Then, 
as we ran up towards him, he stretched forth his long 
neck, raised his wings, and sped away across the sea. 
Either I had missed my shot, or the bird's tough skin 
had felt no sensible touch. And where now were all 
our birds? Far out over the gray sea they flew, secure 
from the range of our gun. 

We waited long for their return, but only an occa- 
sional kittiwake soared high above us, and some, 
bolder than the rest, presently returned to their brood- 
ing places on the cliffs. We could not think of firing 
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while the gulls were on the wing, they swept past us 
so quickly. We therefore scrambled over some abut- 
ting rocks into a further bay, and still onward along 
the rough beach as far as the stack of Hellia — a great 
steep rock standing out in the sea under the frowning 
height of St. John's Head — and here we found as large 
a number of birds as we had formerly seen. 

We had arranged to take our shots turn about, and 
now it was Bobbie's turn. Having charged the gun, 
we stood quiet for a time, patiently awaiting our 
chance. A carrion crow flew to a rock between us and 
the water's edge. Robbie was ready. He took a de- 
liberate and steady aim and fired. A feather dropped 
from the bird as it took flight 

"Man, Hal, I think that hit him!" exclaimed Bob- 
bie, running up to secure the feather. 

"Ay," said I. "But I'm thinking we both want 
some practice, Bobbie. We'll have no birds to-day, I 
reckon. Let's put up some cock-shy *on yon rock and 
fire at it. There's no use shooting at the birds. We'll 
hit them, maybe; but we'll not kill anything, I'm 
feared." 

So we erected a tall stone on the top of a rock, and, 
standing some paces from it, practised firing at the 
object until we could hit it, perhaps, once out of half 
a dozen tries. But we soon got tired of this play, and 
I proposed climbing up to the top of the clifls, for all 
the birds seemed to be flying high. Walking along to 
a broken deft of the headland, where a burn came 
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down from the hills through a long gorge, we turned 
up the ravine and mounted the heights. No sooner 
were we up there, however, than we found that the 
birds were all below us on the beach. 

We were making our way up the ravine, Kobbie 
carrying the climbing lines and I the loaded gun, 
when a large sea-bird with wide-sweeping wings flew 
just over our heada Without thinking of hitting him, 
but simply wishing to empty the gun of its charge 
in case of accident, I took aim and fired. The great 
bird faltered in its flight, one of its wings seemed to 
lose all power, and then with a circling swoop he came 
down with a thud upon a grassy knoll beside the 
stream. It was a fine solan goose. He was quite dead 
when we reached him, for I had shot him under the 
right wing. 

My good fortune excited Robbie to such a degree 
that he would not be satisfied without again trying a 
shot. So we loaded the gun once more, and about half 
a mile further up the glen he had the luck to knock 
over a small rabbit. This was the extent of our sport 

To climb up this wild and desolate glen was no easy 
matter, for I must tell you that Si John's Head, the 
summit of which we had to cross before getting back 
to our boat (for the tide would not allow of our return 
by the beach), stood above the sea to a height consider- 
ably over a thousand feet The goose and our climb- 
ing ropes were also tiring burdens, and we had many 
times to take rest beside the stream and quench our 
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thirst in its cool water. Some distance above the sea 
the ground became smoother, and broken rocks gave 
place to short heather, which was softer for our bare 
feet. 

When at last we reached the top of the Head, and 
our trouble was over, we sat down on the breezy front 
of the hill and looked far away across the restless 
water, where the sea-line melted into the blue haze of 
the Scotch coast. Nearer to us the water itself was 
blue, then pale-green with bands of purple above beds 
of weed, and over all the white waves curled into 
foaming crests, silent to us as snow. Southward, along 
the cliffs, a high steeple rock — the Old Man of Hoy — 
stood like a sentinel guarding the coast, his head on 
a level with the cliff behind him; and rounding Bora 
Head were the brown sails of a few fishing craft mak- 
ing for Stromnesa 

" Come, Robbie," I said, when we had feasted our 
eyes on this scene. " Come, we must be getting home. 
The tide htis turned this long while past, and we'll be 
hungry before we're back to Stromness." 

We were, indeed, already somewhat hungry, and re- 
gretted we had not brought food with us instead of the 
climbing ropes, which had not so far been required. To 
think of getting anything to eat where we were was 
needless, for we were on the most desolate part of the 
Hoy island, and not a house was there for miles away. 

The walk back along the ridge of the cliffs was 
easy, the ground sloping downward in our favour. 
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About a mile further on we came to the cliffs below 
which our boat was moored. But, alas! we had been 
sadly out in our reckoning. The boat was afloat, deep 
down there, tugging desperately at her rope and grind- 
ing her sides against a rock. To get down to her was 
now a problem. From our high position we could see 
how the tide had risen well above the rocks by which 
we had climbed from one bay to the other, and our only 
course was to descend by the steep precipice surround- 
ing the creek wherein the boat was moored. There 
was no possible way down except by the use of the 
ropes, and this was an extremely difficult and danger- 
ous undertaking, for the cliffs rose fully three hun- 
dred feet in height, and our lines, of which we had two, 
would scarcely, when joined together, measure more 
than half that length. For we used them for the cliffs 
of Pomona, which are not in any place so high as 
those of Hoy. 

We had a long consultation first, as to which of us 
should make the descent. Robbie offered to go down, 
as he was the lighter weight and I the stronger for 
holding the upper end of the rope. Yet I was a little 
afraid of letting him undertake so difficult an adven- 
ture, being conscious that he had had less practice at 
cliff-climbing than I. 

"Robbie," I said, "let me go down. You can hold 
the line — " and then suddenly remembering my magic 
stone, I added, "and remember, Robbie, that I have 
this little stone to keep me from harm." 
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At once Robbie cast away all fear and became quite 
confident. " What fools we were not to think of that!" 
he exclaimed. "Come away, let us tie the lines to- 
gether, and youll go down as safe as a bird, Hal. 
Hooray! we have a chance of testing the worth of the 
stone after all!" 

Robbie's confidence gave me courage — or was it the 
remembrance of the viking's charm that made me bold? 
However it be, I now thought no more of going down 
this unfamiliar precipice than if it had been one of 
those that were so well known to me on the Mainland. 

Having tied the two ropes securely together, we 
looked for a convenient point at which to make the 
descent. We went out to the furthest part of the em- 
bayed clifi^, and looking over to the opposite precipice 
saw a suitable spot less steep than the rest, and where 
also, some distance below the brink, there was a pro- 
jecting pinnacle of rock which might serve as a pillar 
round which to secure the rope. 

We took the climbing line and cast one end of it 
over the clifi^, letting it fall as far down as the pinnacle 
I have mentioned. Robbie then held the rope, with 
the help of a boulder of rock round which he secured 
it, and I proceeded to lower myself down the steep. 
It was easy work getting to the pinnacle; but this 
was only the beginning. I whistled up to Robbie 
when I had gained a sure footing, and he let down the 
rest of the rope. And now I had to manage every- 
thing else unaided, for Robbie could not, with what 
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contrivances he had on the top of the cliff, have been 
of any further help. Before I had cast the rope over 
the point of rock, he was across at the far side of the 
embayment, where he could watch my progress and 
give me directions. 

Having passed the line over the rock pillar and 
allowed the two ends to hang down in equal lengths, 
I climbed over, and with considerable diflSculty caught 
hold of the double rope, by which I let myself slowly 
and cautiously down, now holding to the face of the 
rocks with hand and foot, now swarming down by the 
ropes alone, until a cry from Robbie warned me that 
I was coming to the end of the lines. Fortunately I 
was able to reach a ragged point where I could once 
more get a firm foothold. 

Besting there, I reflected that I was not yet half- 
way down the precipice; and now I had to think of 
how I should manage to haul the rope down and 
secure it to another projecting rock. The only suit- 
able point I could see was some yards away from me 
to the right side, and I had to climb upward again 
before I could find a shelf by which to approach it 
After a tedious attempt — during which my magic 
stone came very near to proving its power — I at last 
reached the desired place. A gull fluttered away with 
a wild cry as with bleeding fingers I held on to the 
ledge of rock; and there I found, nestling upon their b^d 
of moss and weeds, a pair of woolly little chicks which 
stared strangely at my intrusion. My safety, perhaps 
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even my life, depended upon my getting astride of 
that small rocky point where the young gulls sat. In 
my extremity I took hold of one of the chicks, intend- 
ing to throw it down the cliffs; but the mother bird 
flew towards me with such piteous cries that even in 
my danger I could not be so cruel, so I removed the 
little ones to a crevice close at hand and seated myself 
upon their nest, thankful of the refuge it afforded. And 
now I heard a shrill whistle from Bobbie Rosson, by 
which I understood that, seeing my comparative safety, 
he was going to find some place where he could get 
down to the beach, there to wait until I should bring 
the boat round for him. But I must say that I thought 
my chances of ever getting round to him were very 
small. I was not by any means so safe as he seemed 
to think, for being once seated on that shelf of the 
cliff I found that my next difficulty would be to turn 
round with my face to the rock in order to continue 
the perilous descent. 

I had now to get my rope down from the height 
above me. First then I tied one end of the line round 
my body so that the rope might not fall, and, allowing 
the other end to hang slack, began to haul away. Things 
went well for a few moments, and the rope answered 
to every pull I gave. But, alas! there came a check. 
I had let loose the wrong end, and the knot by which 
we had connected the two lines had caught in some 
crevice. Try as I might I could not loosen it; yet I 
was not certain that its hold was firm enough for me 
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to venture climbing up again by the portion of the 
rope that I held in my grasp. My thoughts were fear- 
ful. Here was I, stranded on this ledge of rock, 
midway up the face of a steep precipice, the sea roar- 
ing far beneath me, and with no obvious means of 
escape either above or below. 

My boat looked small away deep down there as 
she tugged at her mooring-line and tossed wildly 
about in the rising tide. 0, how I wished that I was 
seated at her helm, and in sight of my beloved Strom- 
ness! Instinctively I felt for my magic stone. It 
hung safely under my knitted shirt. I trusted in the 
security it gave me, and my courage was renewed. 
The way out of my predicament was so hopeless, my 
danger so great, that I solemnly resolved, should I 
ever reach home again, to attribute my escape from 
this peril to the intervention of the viking's talis- 
man. 

Long and wearily I waited, contemplating the diffi- 
culties of my situation, and in the end I almost deter- 
mined to hazard the further descent without the help 
of the rope, trusting merely to the skill of my hands 
and feet 

My first endeavour was to get back along the shelf 
of rock until the rope should hang perpendicularly. 
Accordingly I restored the young sea-gulls to their 
nest, turned myself round with my face to the cliff, 
and, with much difficulty, retraced my way for some 
distance. 
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I was in a half-creeping position, holding by the 
right hand to niches of the cliff, when, a sharp comer 
of stone digging into my knee, I stumbled, and would 
surely have fallen far down upon the rocks of the 
beach, had I not still held firmly to the rope. The 
sudden jerking, however, did one good thing; it 
loosened the knot from the place where it had been 
held in the rock above, and the rope itself came down 
by its own weight until it hung from my waist where 
I had tied it. 

The further descent was now performed with com- 
parative ease, and in the manner I had at first intended. 
I hung the rope at half its length over a point of rock, 
seeing now that it had a free run, and allowing the two 
ends to fall. Then I swarmed down the double line 
until I found another suitable place for hanging the 
rope by. Thus making the descent by repeated stages, 
I stepped at last upon the level rocks of the beach, 
sincerely thankful for my escape from so great peril. 

When I scrambled over the rocks towards the boat 
I found she was floating in full three fathoms of 
water, so that my only course was to swim out to her. 
This, however, was a small matter after what I had 
gone through. I stripped myself on one of the out- 
lying rocks, and plunging into the water soon reached • 
the boat and clambered over the stern. I was obliged 
to "slip the anchor," for the painter was tied deep 
below the water and had to be sacrificed. But I did 
not take long to recover my clothes and dress myself 
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and then I took to the oars with a will and rowed 
along the shore in search of Robbie. 

Steep and frowning looked the great cHff that I had 
come down, I regarded it with a new interest, and 
felt some sense of pride and satisfaction in my narrow 
escape from so serious a danger. Again I took my 
viking's stone in my fingers, and my faith in it was 
complete. 

Robbie was patiently waiting for me seated on one 
of the outer rocks in a further bay. His face brightened 
as he saw me rounding the point. 

"Man, Ericson,*' he exclaimed joyfully, "I'm real 
glad to see ye again! I e'en thought ye'd met wi' 
some mischance.- I was terribly feared!" 

" Feared, were you? Well, so was I; but I managed 
all right, you see, thanks to the viking's charm." 

Robbie brought on board the gun, with his rabbit 
and the dead gannet. And then we rowed back to 
Stromness. It was long past sundown when we 
rounded the Ness point, and the beacon lights were 
streaming over the bay, but we reached the little quay 
at the end of the Anchor Close without any mishap. 
Both of us were very hungry after our sport. 

On that evening, I remember, I spent a very happy 
time at the home fireside. My uncle Mansie was there, 
with my father, and my mother, and Jessie. It was 
almost the first occasion on which I was permitted to 
join in the conversation with my elders. But the 
evening has ever since had a pathetic interest in my 
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memory; for, as it turned out, it was the very last 
time that our family sat together in an unbroken circle. 

" Ye're gettin' to be quite a good boatman, Hal, to 
gang all that way under sail," said Mansie; and then 
he turned to my father, saying, " When are we to hae 
the lad aboard the Curlew, Sandy?" 

" Weel," replied my father, putting his great brown 
hand with ajflfection upon my shoulder, "I hae been 
thinkin' it was about time he joined us. The lad has 
been at the school lang enough, mebbe. Are ye at the 
head o' the class yet, Halcro?" 

" Nay, father, he's no that yet," interposed Jessie, 
" for Thora is aye before him." 

" Thora can read better than I can," I said, " and she 
kens mair geography. She's better at the Latin, too; 
but the dominie says I'm the best at history, and 
writin', and accounts." 

"Ye'll no need very muckle Latin to be a pilot, 
however," said my father. " But it's a pity ye're not 
better at the geography. How many islands have we 
in Orkney? Can you tell me that?" 

" Seventy-two — twenty-eight islands and forty-four 
holms." 

"And can ye name them all, the twenty-eight 
islands?" 

"Yes, the dominie taught us them last Martinmas;" 
and I proceeded to name them, from the North Ronald- 
say down to the Muckle Skerry of Pentland. 

"Very good!" said my father; "and d'ye ken ony- 
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thing about the sounds? Where's the Sound o* Rap- 
ness?** 

" There's a puzzle for ye, Hal," said my mother. 

"Ah! I warrant the laddie kens it," said Mansie. 

"Is it not between Westray and Fara?" I ventured 
doubtfully. 

"Right again!" exclaimed Mansie, slapping his knee. 
" Oh! we'll mak' a pilot o' the lad yet." 

" Ay," said my father, " we maun hae him aboard 
the first fine day/' 

" Dear me, father," objected my mother, " d'ye really 
think it wise to tak' the laddie frae the school, an' 
him gettin' on sae weel wi' the dominie?" 

" Tut, good wife," said he, " the laddie maun begin to 
learn the piloting some time; an' the sooner the better, 
say L Hand me over the tobacco-jar, Jessie." 



CHAPTER XVI. 

WHEREIN I GO A-FISHING. 

A FEW days after the sailing of the Lydia the 
weather broke. The morning mist lay heavy on 
the islands, and the lofty Ward Hill of Hoy hid his 
crown in the lowering clouds; the Bay of Stromness 
was glassy calm. High above, the rain-goose shrieked 
its melancholy cry, and the sea-mews and sheldrakes, 
even the shear- waters and bonxies, flew landward to 
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the shelter of the cliffs. On the upland meadows the 
cows sniffed the moist air and refused to eat, and the 
young lambs sought the protection of their parents' 
side. My sister Jessie, with evident thought of Captain 
Gordon, noticed these signs of approaching storms. 

But if to her they portended ill, to me they meant 
good sport; for what could be more favourable to a 
day's fishing than a sprinkle of rain and a good 
westerly wind? 

Telling my mother one Saturday morning that I 
would stay over Sunday at my uncle Mansie's farm at 
Lyndardy, I started off with my fishing-tackle and my 
dog, with the intention of catching a few trout in the 
stream I had so strongly recommended to the school- 
master. 

The dog was certainly no necessary companion for 
a fishing excursion; but Selta had learned to follow 
me on such occasions without interfering with my 
sport, and I got into the way of talking with her, and 
found comfort in her dumb companionship. 

Passing through the hamlet of Howe, I reached the 
Bush at a point where that wide stream runs into 
Scapa Flow by the Bay of Ireland. This, I had found, 
was a favourite resting-place for sea-trout before run- 
ning into the lochs, and here I enjoyed good sport for 
the whole morning. 

I fished up-stream — as I think a true angler should 
do — for though, as Andrew Drever held, fishing down- 
ward was the easier method of the two, especially with 

(669) H 
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the wind at his back, yet I preferred my own way, 
just as I preferred fishing with artificial fly to fishing 
with bait, merely because it was more diflScult and 
more surely exercised my skill. The third cast I made 
filled me with an enthusiasm I long had known. A 
sudden jerk at the line and a fish was hooked. I paid 
out more line as the trout darted ofl^, then drew in as 
it slackened again. Once more, as the fish felt the 
strain, he plunged oflF. I saw him jump, and his scales 
flashed in the gray light like a bright blade of steel, 
a loop of line gathering round him. -At length the 
prize was taken, and a fine sea-trout was brought ex- 
hausted to the bank. 

Thus I fished, now wading to the knees in the rapid 
stream, now sitting on a large stone readjusting my 
flies. Before noon the rain fell heavily, but by the 
time that I reached the Bridge of Waithe my basket 
was full, and I walked along the road as far as Clous- 
ton, the dog following in the wet with drooping, drag- 
gling tail, and ears dripping with the rain. 

My clothes were wet through and I was cold, and, 
wishing for shelter and a bite of food, I turned across 
the heath to Jack Paterson's croft. I opened the door 
of the little cottage without knocking, and found Jack 
and his wife Jean at home, with their family of six 
waiting for their mid-day meal. Hilda, the eldest girl, 
was arranging some wooden dishes on the table ready 
for the potatoes. Poor as the place was, I received a 
true and simple welcome, and I was glad of the shelter 
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and the warmth, for the wind was whistling round the 
eaves and the heavy rain pelting against the little 
window. 

Jack Paterson was a poor crofter, who added to his 
scanty means by going to the deep-sea fishing, or, 
out of the fishing season, by burning kelp. These 
occupations, combined with the produce of his croft, 
made up, I am afraid, a very poor living. The cottage 
was small, so small that I always wondered how so 
large a family could live in its one little room with 
any comfort. In the middle of the clay floor, on a 
stone slab, was a large peat fire, the smoke of which 
escaped by a hole in the roof, where the rain came 
through. By the side of the fire were two large high- 
backed chairs entirely wisped round with straw, so 
that none of the framework could be seen. Itf a great 
three-legged pot, which hung over the flaming peats 
by a chain from the bare rafters, some potatoes were 
boiling, and whilst they were cooking Jean Paterson 
cleaned and fried some of my fish, which came, I think, 
as a welcome addition to the family's meal. 

Jack Paterson was a very tall, muscular man, with 
a long red beard and soft brown eyes. His hands were 
the largest I have ever seen; but the right one wanted 
a finger. This, I believe, was the only exception that 
one could make in saying that Jack was absolutely 
perfect in his great manhood. He would have made 
a splendid man-o'-war's man, and the press-gang had 
more than once tried to secure him. Not till long 
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afterwards, when, as pilots, we were out at sea together 
one clear starlight night, did he tell me how his finger 
was lost. It happened at a time when the press-gang 
were more than usually busy in Orkney pressing men 
for a frigate that lay in Stromness harbour. The blue- 
jackets had had their eyes upon Jack Paterson, but 
Jack, who was just about to be married to Jean Nicol, 
did not intend being caught; and he said to Jean one 
day that rather than enter the navy, he would cut one 
of his fingers ofi*, and so make himself unfit for service. 
One dark night he was walking along one of the 
country lanes with his sweetheart when a body of tars 
fell upon him, and, after a sharp fight, carried him oflF 
to an old stable in the town that served as a temporary 
lock-up. Very early the next morning Jean Nicol 
knocked gently at the stable door. 

" Are ye there. Jack?" said she. 

''Yes," replied Jack; and his warders, who were two 
foretop-men, allowed him to speak with her through 
the key-hole. 

" I've brought your release," said Jean. " Put your 
hand under the door and I'll give it to yoa" 

Jack put his right hand through under the door, and 
felt something cold placed across his forefinger. Then 
there was a knock as of a mallet upon a chisel, and 
with a cry of anguish he drew in his hand streaming 
with blood. Jean had cut ofl^ his finger. Now, a man 
with a lame hand is of small account in the service, 
and so when the lieutenant came and saw Jack's con- 
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dition he released him, with a round curse at having 
lost so fine a man, and the frigate sailed away. Jean 
got her punishment, however, and so did Paterson. 
Soon after their marriage, and when Jack's hand was 
healed, he one day met a man-of-war's man who be- 
longed to Stromness, and had been among the pressed 
men. Jack heard from him of the cruise of the frigate, 
and of a fight with the enemy, and a great store of 
prize-money that every man had shared. That prize- 
money was a sore lump in Jack's throat ever after- 
wards. 

While I was talking with Paterson in his cottage, 
my dog sat comfortably before the warm fire, the steam 
rising from her wet hair. She did not appear to like 
leaving the cosy place; but when we had finished the 
meal, and I was once more dry and warm, I started ofl^ 
again in the pouring rain and the rising wind. 

I did not wish to continue my fishing in such bois- 
terous weather, but contemplated a hasty walk over 
to my uncle's farm. Our way lay westward in the 
face of the wind The walk over the wet peat-moss 
was difficult and tiring, and when I reached the Ring 
of Brogar I was glad to avail myself of the shelter 
afforded by the giant Druid stones that stand and wait 
by the loch of Stenness. All was desolation around: 
not a house was to be seen, nor any living thing but 
my dog and a few wild birds that flew quickly past. 
The only sounds were the beating of the rain and the 
distant roar of the Atlantic waves upon the coast. 
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A slight lull in the tempest urged me on, and soon 
I had left far behind me those mysterious old stones, 
that seemed through the misty rain to waken into life. 
Like a procession of priests they appeared to pass with 
bent heads and slow and stately pace along the margin 
of the great stretch of water. 

Crossing the swollen burn which connects the lochs 
of Cluny and Stenness, and thinking only of my des- 
tination, I was called back by a sharp bark from my 
dog. I turned, and found her encountering a large 
otter that had been slipping down to the stream. Now, 
I had the angler's hatred of otters, which abounded 
in these waters. Many a time had I seen a prime fish 
lying dead on the banks with a single bite taken out 
of the shoulder, and I looked upon the otter as the 
common poacher of the neighbourhood. I went to the 
help of Selta, for the dog was crouched down ready to 
spring upon the otter when it should run out from 
behind the large stone where it had retreated. 

I cautiously removed the stone, and the animal 
slipped downward towards the water. "Now, now, 
Selta!" I exclaimed; and the dog made a rush at its 
prey. 

The otter, thus intercepted, showed fight. Selta made 
a snap at its back, and raised her forepaw to hold her 
enemy down. The otter caught the foot in its mouth, 
and I heard the bones crunch in the vicious bite. Selta 
lost hold and fell over the otter's back ; her foot was 
released; but the otter, bringing up its head between 
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the dog's front legs/ grasped Selta's throat with its 
sharp teeth. With a piteous whine the dog tried to 
spring away, but her leg was too much broken to sup- 
port her, and the two animals rolled over on the flat 
stone, the otter uppermost, still with its teeth in the 
dog's throat. And now I saw my first chance of inter- 
fering. I grasped the otter by the back, and tried to 
drag it away. I had no boots on my feet, or I might 
have used them. All I could do was to plant my foot 
on the animal's back, and stand with all my weight 
upon it. The otter thereat turned savagely upon me, 
and, unfortunately for myself, not even the possession 
of the viking's charm could save me from those sharp 
teeth. With a fierce snarl the otter took hold of the 
back of my ankle, its teeth penetrating the skin and 
tearing it over. I had sense to bend down and grasp 
the animal with my hands and rapidly snap its back- 
bone, finishing my work by dashing a heavy stone 
upon its head. Forgetting my own hurt, I then turned 
to look after my dog. Selta was lying upon the wet 
stone, the blood trickling from her throbbing neck. 
I knelt down beside my faithful companion, and took 
the injured foot in my hand. The dog had strength 
only to raise her head in recognition, with a mournful 
look in her pleading eyes. 

" My poor doggie!" I moaned, utterly cast down; and 
my falling tears were mingled with Selta's blood. The 
dog was dead. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

HOW THE GOLDEN RULE WAS KEPT. 

r first thought on leaving the scene of this combat 
was to let the dead otter lie where it had fallen; 
but I remembered that young Thora Kinlay had once 
in my hearing expressed a wish to have an otter s skin, 
of which to make a pair of gloves, and I determined 
to make use of the animal I had killed. But I could 
not carry both the otter and my poor Selta, whom I 
had already determined to lay to rest in the sea, and 
my only course was to strip the otter of its skin then 
and there. This I did with help of my pocket-knife, 
and in spite of the heavy rain that poured in streams 
down my back. 

You will imagine the physical discomforts of my 
further journey. The ground was marshy and sodden, 
and I sank deep into it at every step I took. My 
clothing was wet through and through, and my dog, 
which I carried over my shoulder, was a burden so 
heavy and inconvenient that only my love for my late 
companion and respect for her lifeless body gave me 
sufficient strength to bear it for so great a distance. 
And then the rain fell incessantly, and the wind was 
full in my face. 

Carver Kinlay's farm of Crua Breck was on my way 
to my uncle's, and I thought I would stay there a few 
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moments as I passed, to leave the otter skin for Thora, 
and maybe get shelter and a drink of warm milk. 
But not till I was almost at the door did I remember 
about my recent fight with Tom. 

In its exposed position on the bleak hillside the 
farmstead felt the full force of the gale as it beat in 
fury against the front of the house. The rain and the 
salt spray from the sea pelted upon the windows, and 
laid low all Thora's flowers in the little garden. The 
large fuchsia-bush, which in summer-time dangled its 
drooping blossoms in rich profusion, seemed the only 
plant capable of withstanding the rough blast; and the 
great gaunt jaws of the Greenland whale, that formed 
an archway at the gate, trembled in the tempest. 

I went up to the door, and opening it stood within 
the shelter of the porch for a while, and heard someone 
reading aloud. Soon I gathered courage enough to 
approach the inner door, and look through its little 
window into the room. A rousing fire of peats and 
dried heather was blazing on the hearth, around which 
the family were gathered in a half-circle. In an arm- 
chair, with an open book on his knee, sat Carver himself. 
By his side sat his wife knitting a stocking, the fire- 
light glinting on her fair hair. Near to her were a 
ploughman and a herd-boy, also a young woman who 
did the light field-work on the farm and milked the 
cows, made butter, and helped in the house. Tom sat 
by the fire opposite his father, and I could see that 
he was polishing with a piece of leather one of his 
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silver coins. Thora, whose silken hair and beautiful 
face I regarded with greater satisfaction than any other 
feature of this group, sat apart from the others, as 
though she did not care, or had not been invited, to 
draw her stool nearer to the warmth. 

Carver Kinlay, black-bearded and hoarse of voice, 
was reading aloud to his family, and seemed to be 
expecting from them an attention to the Holy Word 
which he certainly did not sincerely give to it himself. 
When he came to the end of a passage which he con- 
sidered required expounding, he would take off his 
reading spectacles and wipe them with a corner of his 
wife's white apron. 

"Now, I have explained many times before about 
this, bairns," he was saying as he looked towards Thora 
and Tom. " It is a rule, a golden rule, that the merest 
child might understand. Nothing can be more beauti- 
ful or more important, and it just contains these few 
words: ' Do unto others as ye would that others should 
do unto you.' Now keep this precept in mind, all of 
you, for ye canna misunderstand it. But, just to make 
the thing clear — never mind the cat, Thora; just pay 
attention to the lesson — just to make the thing clear, 
let us suppose an example. Now, then, supposin', for 
instance, that Thora here saw a basin full o' milk with 
thick cream on the top o' it, and that her teeth were 
watering for just one lick. She ought to say to her- 
self: *Now, here's a basin full o' good cream; I'd like 
fine to take one lick of it. But it's the cream for 
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making the butter of. Now, supposin' I was your 
mother, how would I like my daughter Thora to come 
and—' " 

"Oh! Look, look!" cried Thora, "pussy's tail's 
bumin'!" 

"Confound you, Thora!" exclaimed her father, 
angered at this interruption. " Can you not pay atten- 
tion, and let pussy mind her own tail? I say, if you 
were your mother, how would you like your daughter 
Thora to lick the cream ? " 

"Tut, goodman!" interposed Mrs. Kinlay, "what 
does the lass ken about being a mother? Go on with 
the reading." 

" Odd, goodwife, I'm but supposin' the thing ; and 
the plainer it is the better, and the easier to under- 
stand. However, what verse was it, Thora ? " 

" It was the fourteenth you left off at," said Thora. 

" Aweel, then, the fifteenth: *Now, when he ' — Odd, 
but I think we read that before." 

" Nay, you didna read it before, father, for it was 
the fourteenth verse you left off at" 

" Nay, I'm sure it couldn't be that, for I remember 
readin' ' Now, when he,' before." 

" But I'm sure, father, ye're wrong," persisted Thora. 
"Look you if the fourteenth doesn't end with ^people' 
and 'people* was the last word you read." 

*'* People, people!*" said Carver, searching for the 
place. " Odd, lassie, I see no ' people.* There's one 
verse that ends with '^people* but it's not the fourteenth. 
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It had been that, ye silly lass, instead o* the four- 
teenth." 

" Well, well, goodman, what dos't matter what verse 
you left off at," said his wife. " A good tale's none the 
worse of being told twice.** 

" Nay, but," said Thora, "just look for fun and see 
what the. fourteenth verse ends with." 

" Fun, lassie ! fun ! " exclaimed Carver, as though he 
was seriously shocked. " Would you speak o' fun and 
the Holy Scripture lying open before you?" 

" O, but, father, I had no mind. A body canna aye 
be minding. Look and see not for fun, then.' 

"Tut, tut!" said the mother, becoming impatient, 
"can you not begin at the fifteenth verse? What dos't 
matter if ye read it before? " 

" Aweel, then, the fifteenth verse, * NoWy when he* " — 

"Listen, father!" cried Thora, again interrupting, 
" did you not hear something? " 

" Well did I hear something, and I hear it yet — the 
rain pelting on the window. I m sure youVe heard it 
this two hours and more." 

"Nay, but it was like something twirling at the 
handle of the door." 

" You hear things nobody else hears, Thora. Who 
could be at the door on a day like this? You just 
think you hear things. I was sure 'people* was not 
the last word.** 

Carver listened, however, for a time. The rain beat 
harder than ever on the windows, and from the neigh- 
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bouring cliflfs came the sound of the waves like a 
rumbling of distant thunder. But as he looked up 
from his book I knocked gently on the door. 

" Who's there? " he asked in a gruff tone that had in 
it no echo of charity. 

Thora rose from her seat and came towards the door, 
where I stood in a stream of water that ran from my 
wet clothes. 

"Oh, Halcro!" she exclaimed as she looked down at 
my cold, bare feet and saw the blood issuing from the 
wound in my ankle. " Oh, Halcro, what has happened?" 
and she opened wide the door to admit me. 

" What does the lad want here ? " asked Carver 

I had never been asked such a question before. I had 
been accustomed to go about the island all my boy- 
hood, and to walk in at any door I came to with the 
assurance that no person would question me as to what 
I wanted. At length, without going further than the 
threshold, I said: 

"I was thinking you would give me shelter for a 
short time on a day like this." 

" On a day like this," replied he, " none but a fool 
would think of travelling; and if its shelter you're 
seeking here, young Ericson, I say no!" and the un- 
feeling "No" was echoed by all the others in the room, 
with one exception. That exception was Thora. 

I saw the girl's hands quickly clench when she 
heard this unkind dismissal, and in her blue eyes the 
tears welled up and stole gently down her fair cheeks. 
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I felt that the " No" could be easily withstood, but the 
tears in Thora's eyes overcame me. I gave her a look 
of thanks, closed the door behind me, and again faced 
the storm, first going round to the back of the house to 
take up in my arms the body of my poor dog. I hung 
up the otter's skin on a hook in the byre, wher^ I be- 
lieved Thora would discover it, and so make what use 
of it she might. I carried the dog still further, how- 
ever. Taking it down to a small creek that gave 
entrance to the sea-shore, I came to a rock that was 
washed by the deep waters, and here I tied a large 
stone around Selta*s neck and silently lowered the body 
into the sea, where the great waves of the Atlantic 
murmured a solemn requiem. 

Then, regaining the top of the cliff, I stood for a 
time looking seaward, where the curling waves swept 
in from the west and dashed with terrible strength 
against the hard rocks of granite. There was no sail 
to be seen as far as my sight could penetrate through 
the driving rain-mists; but I knew that the storm 
would be fatal to many a brave fisherman and sailor, 
and many a strong-built ship. 

My sad thoughts and the noise of the breakers so 
much absorbed me that I felt conscious of nothing so 
much as my utter loneliness. But as I stood there in 
my wretchedness, suddenly a hand was laid gently on 
my shoulder, and I looked round, to see Thora at my 
side, with a great cloak thrown about her, and ber 
hair streaming in the wind, 
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" Halcro," she said, " it is not this way I can see you 
turned from my father's door in the rain and the 
wind, and with that wound in your foot I'm sorry he 
spoke to you like that, for I'm sure you'll be tired and 
weary. I have brought you some oat-cake — see. Eat 
it, while I mend your foot." 

Then she knelt down before me on the wet, mossy 
rock, took a piece of clean linen from under the cloak 
that covered her, and wiped clean my wound. With 
her fingers she gently drew over the torn skin, and 
taking another piece of white cloth bandaged it neatly 
round my ankle. 

While she was so employed I informed her of my 
fight with the otter and the loss of my dog, and her 
gentle sympathy was sweet to my troubled spirit. 
And then I told her where she might find the otter's 
skin, and how she should make use of it. 

" There, now," she said, putting a pin through the 
bandage and rising to her feet, " that will serve till 
you get home." 

** It's real kind of you to do this for me, Thora," I 
said, touched by the girl's tenderness, " and I will not 
forget this. No, not as long as I live;" and I think 
there was a tremor in my voice — at least I felt what I 
said. " But," I continued, " what will they say to you 
at Crua Breck, if they hear you have done this 
thing?" 

** Halcro, I have done nothing but what I have been 
told to do. Before you knocked at the door, my 
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father was saying we should aye * do as we'd be done 
by.' In that I have obeyed him. But I must run 
back now, or they will miss me. See you give care to 
the foot. Fare ye well!" And with that she hastened 
back to the farm, leaving me to ponder over Jier 
manner of applying that golden rule which her father 
had, while teaching it, so grievously failed to prac- 
tise. 

I made my way onward to Lyndardy — sadly, it is 
true, but with a strange new feeling in my heart for 
this blue-eyed maiden who, in defiance of her family, 
had helped me in my weariness and distress. 

A short distance from the place where Thora left 
me, I came to the ruined cottage of Inganess. As I 
approached I heard a click-clicking noise, by which I 
surmised there was some person within the ruined 
walls. A dog came out to meet me at the door, wag- 
ging its tail in welcome. It was the very counterpart 
of my own dead Selta, and I knew well whom to ex- 
pect in the cottage even before I entered. Seated on 
the floor under shelter of a part of the roof that had 
not fallen in, was an old man, with locks of silver hair 
appearing under his blue bonnet, and hanging with a 
curl about his neck. The clicking sound I had heard 
proceeded from a flint and the back of a knife, with 
which the old man was endeavouring to strike a light 
to kindle the little pile of faded heather that lay in a 
corner. When I looked in he raised his eyes and said 
with surprise: 
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"Ah! Halcro, lad. Travelling on a day like this? 
Why, ye're as wet as myself. But come in, come in 
here. It's a poor house; but ye're real welcome. And 
Where's your dog? " 

*I was downcast at this question, for it was this same 
old man before me — this Colin Lothian, the wandering 
beggar — who had given Selta to me, and the dog that 
was with him was Selta's brother. 

* Colin," I asked, when I had told him of my dog's 
death, " why is it you come to this poor place for shel- 
ter when every house in the Mainland is open to you? 
Why do you not go to my uncle's at Lyndardy ? " 

" Weel, ye see, lad, I dinna mind where I gang. One 
place is as good as another, and this is very well in a 
shower of rain. I was west at Crua Breck when the 
rain came on sae heavy; and I hae been here these twa 
hours tryin' to strike a light, but ye see the tinder's 
wet — Try you if ye can do it, lad;" and the old 
man handed me the flint. "Aweel, then," he con- 
tinued, " I opened the door at Crua Breck, just as I 
would open any door in Orkney, be it rich or poor. 
But wad they let me in, think ye? Na, na. Carver 
was sittin' yonder, as he aye does on the rainy days, 
when there's nae gettin' aboot the farm, preachin' away 
before a bonnie fire. But the auld hypocrite wouldna 
let me in. What cares he for the Holy Word? If 
it werena for his goodwife, he'd never open the Scrip- 
tures. Ay, but it's a lang while he'll be preachin' any 
good into yon blackguard son o' his. There's not a 
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house of harder hearts in all the Mainland than Crua 
Breck. They all take after Carver; ilka body o' them, 
except peerie Thora." 

"Yes," I said feelingly, "Thora's kinder than all 
the rest." 

" Kinder! Ay is she. She*s no' like ane o' the same 
family. I mind ae stormy night in the last winter, 
when Carver had shut the door in my face, Thora cam' 
after me and, * Colin,' says she, ' come away here, and 
rU gie ye a bed in the byre;' and with that she took me 
in among the kine and gied me some oaten bannocks 
and a flagon o' warm milk. And then she made up a bed 
upon the hay, wi' a good warm plaid to wrap myseF in. 
' See there, now, Colin,' says she. ' Rest ye here, and 
111 let ye out before my father rises i' the mornin'.' 
Now wasna that kindness for ye, Halcro?" 

" Ay, Colin, that was just like wee Thora." 

Whilst Colin was telling me these things I was busy 
trying to kindle the fire^ but try as I would, it could 
not be dona 

"Oh, never mind the fire, Colin!" I said. "Just 
come along wi' me to my uncle's farm at Lyndardy. 
Yell get good shelter and food there. That's far better 
than staying in this ruined place." 

So the old man got up on his feet and we walked 
together to the farm. 

My sister Jessie, who frequently came up to Lyn- 
dardy to stay over the Sabbath, was in the kitchen 
when we arrived, and while we were drying our 
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clothes before the fire she got some good warm broth 
ready for us, and some new-made scones. 

Over our meal I told Jessie of my adventure with 
the otter, and the death of my dog. She wanted to 
dress my ankle again, but Thora had bound it up so 
skilfully that there was nothing more to be done. 

" I wonder that the otter should bite you like that, 
Halcro," Jessie said. " Why, I thought the old viking's 
stone was to save ye frae the like o' that!" 

I had myself wondered at the same circumstanca 

"Ah! but, Jessie," I said, suddenly comforting myself 
with an excuse for the apparent failure of the charm, 
" Mr. Driver didna tell me that the stone would be o' 
any use against such a beast as an otter." 

" No, I ken that. But did he not say it would pro- 
tect ye from all harm? Surely an otter shouldna be 
left out o* the reckoning." 

But here Colin Lothian, to whom the virtues of the 
viking's talisman had been explained, suggested that 
I perhaps needed to have some secret communication 
with the stone in my own mind — that I perhaps 
needed to think of the charm at the very moment of 
danger, and to call upon it for aid. He had heard of 
such things, he said. 

This explanation appeared to me very reasonable, and 
with the suggestion in my mind I determined, should 
I ever have another opportunity, to put it in practica 

Such an opportunity presented itself sooner than I 
could have expected. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE WRECK OF THE "UNDINE." 

COLIN LOTHIAN remained at Lyndardy until the 
following Monday morning. He slept out in the 
byre, where such wayfarers as he were always wel- 
come to a supper and a bed, and in the evenings he 
would come in to the kitchen to sit with my uncle and 
talk over the affairs of the island, or to read us a 
chapter out of the well-worn Testament that he carried 
with him on his wanderings. For Colin was a religious 
man and loved his Bible. He knew most of the Psalms 
by heart, and often gathered groups of islanders about 
him to hear him repeat them. Idlers sometimes scoffed 
at his fondness for the epistle on Charity; but no one 
who heard him repeat it could fail to be impressed by 
its teaching or to recognize the poor wanderer's sin- 
cerity. 

Colin was the recognized newsmonger of the Main- 
land, and it was his habit to travel from parish to 
parish retailing the gossip of the country-side. At 
farm towns which were situated in remote places he 
was always a welcome guest. He was well acquainted 
with the condition of the markets and the state of the 
fishing and the crops. He knew the price of butter 
and of oatmeal, of cattle and of sheep, and his infor- 
mation was often of great value to the farmers in 
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adjusting the values of farm produce. With the old 
men he would laugh over the jokes of days that had 
been; tell them how laird had gone to law with laird, 
or how poor crofters had been evicted from their hold- 
ings for failing to pay their taxes or their rents. The 
young women were always ready to hear from him 
who was to be married at Martinmas, or how Nell So- 
and-so had been jilted; and he often entertained the 
young people with strange tales of the brownies, the 
trows, the kelpies, or other supernatural beings. In 
this way he supplied the place of newspapers and 
books, which were scarce commodities in those old 
days; and he further made himself useful by doing 
odd work about the steadings and cottages — such as 
building the peats into stacks for the winter, mending 
a thatch, or even doctoring a cow. 

On the Sunday evening at Lyndardy, while the 
storm still beat upon the land, Colin sat with us round 
the fireside and smoked with my uncle Mansie. The 
talk drifted round to the subject of Carver Kinlay, 
whose new boat was to be brought from Kirkwall that 
week. My uncle did not know for what purpose that 
new boat was built. Kinlay was a man who had no 
settled occupation outside his farm. Sometimes, it is 
true, he went out to the herring-fishing when the fish 
were plentiful, and he thought he could make some 
money by it, and he often made secret passages over 
to Scotland for no one knew what trade. But it was 
for none of these purposes that the new boat was re- 
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qnired, for it had been built with a deep keel and a 
lugger rig, with a view to being a quick sailer. 

Now if anyone should know of Carver's purpose, it 
would be Colin Lothian, and my uncle questioned him 
on the subject. 

" Colin," said he, " they tell me that Carver is gettin 
a new boat frae KirkwalL D'ye ken what he means 
to do wr it?" 

"That's piper's news^" said Colin. "I heard that 
three or four weeks syne; and I hae seen the boat 
mysel', on the stocks at Allan Dewar's boat-yard. Ay, 
and a bonnie boat she is^ As to what Carver means 
to do wi' it — Weel, I dinna ken if it be true; but I 
hae heard that he intends to start as a Stromness pilot 
in opposition to Sandy Ericson." 

"A pilot!" exclaimed Mansie. ** Carver Kinlay a 
pilot! Man, Colin, ye astonish me. Why, the man 
basna gotten a certificate!" 

" Maybe ay and maybe no; but I assure ye, Mansie, 
that a pilot he means to be." 

Mansie dismissed this notion incredulously; for 
though Kinlay knew the coast very well, yet the idea 
of his starting with his limited experience as an Ork- 
ney pilot was droll to one who, like my uncle, had been 
all his life at the work, and knew every fathom of the 
waters. 

But the character of Carver Kinlay — " Crafty Car- 
ver" he was called by those who knew him well — was 
a problem which had not yet been solved. I had 
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myself gathered many incoherent hints relating to him, 
and, bit by bit, I heard fragments of fact as to his first 
appearance in Pomona; but on this Sunday evening, as 
I sat with Lothian and Mansie, I added to these hints 
some certain knowledge which enabled me afterwards 
to better understand this man. 

The noise of the storm raging outside — the wind 
and rain beating on the windows, and the sound of the 
waves breaking against the cliffs — brought the two 
men to talk about the ships that had from time to 
time been wrecked on our neighbouring coast Said 
Mansie: 

" 'Twas on a night like this — d'ye mind, Colin?— that 
the UndiTie went to pieces on the Gaulton Craigs." 

"Ay," said Colin; "weel do I mind it, and weel, I 
reckon, does Carver Kinlay mind ii" 

The conversation regarding the incident was dis- 
jointed. Let me, therefore, tell the story in my own 
words. 

My father had with his gallant crew gone out to sea 
one stormy night in the pilot-boat. A stiff westerly 
wind was blowing, and the headland of Hoy was 
hidden in mist and spray. The Curlew was steered 
out into the open sea in the hope of falling in with 
any ship that required piloting into the safe haven of , 
Stromness. Beaten about on the heavy sea, the boat 
was brought along the outer coast of Pomona until she 
stood off abreast of the Head of Marwick. Along the 
coast-line of Sandwick, as she sailed back towards 
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Stromness, the waves rose in angry foam against the 
rugged cliflFs. None but men thoroughly accustomed 
to the terrors of the storm-swept Orkneys could have 
taken that little craft through such a surging sea, and 
it was only by the help of the light that was always 
kept aglow in the windows of Lyndardy farm-house 
that they were able to guide the boat in safety. 

When the Curlew was abreast of Inganess, Willie 
Slater, the look-out man at the bow, reported a ship 
in sight; and as my uncle Mansie lighted a rude torch, 
made of old rope steeped in the oil of sea-birds, my 
father peered into the darkness and saw a large barque 
heading towards the land. The blazing light of the 
torch was presently waved as a warning signal to those 
on the ship. The meaning of this was understood too 
late, for before the vessel could turn she was driven 
swiftly upon the North Gaulton rocks, and there 
smashed like a bottle of glass. 

Then the sail of the Curlew was lowered, and the 
boat taken as close as possible to the wrecked ship. 
The cries of the people on board were heard in the tem- 
pest, but there was little hope of saving life. Yet the 
pilot crew were undaunted by any risks. Four of the 
men were at the oars; Mansie was at the bow with his 
flaming torch, and my father at the tiller. They got 
within hail of the ship, and after an infinite amount 
of trouble succeeded in saving four precious lives. 
These four persons were a seaman, a gentleman pas- 
senger, who was picked up suffering from a wound he 
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had received in the head when the vessel struck — Mrs. 
Kinlay, and my schoolfellow, Tom Kinlay. 

When they were brought into the boat, Mrs. Kinlay 
entreated my father not to leave the wreck until he 
had saved her husband and her infant girl. But after 
much searching of the water the chance of saving 
any more lives was so small, and the danger to the 
Curlew so great, that the boat was brought to the 
beach at Inganess Geo, where its suffering passengers 
were landed and carried up to the neighbouring farm 
of Crua Breck. 

The Curlew was then taken back to the wrecked 
barque. One of the ship's boats had been launched 
by the skipper and some of the crew, who had en- 
deavoured to save all they could; but the little craft 
was too frail to stand against the heavy sea; it was 
dashed against the sunken rocks and all were drowned. 
My father and his men remained by the vessel until 
daylight. Among the jagged rocks, when the tide went 
down, they found the body of a very beautiful woman 
with the shattered body of a child still clasped in her 
arms. The infant seemed to have been hurriedly taken 
from its bed. This fair lady was afterwards recog- 
nised as the wife of the owner of the ill-fated vessel — 
the gentleman my father had rescued — who had been 
returning with her and their infant daughter to Den- 
mark. The lady's name was Thora Quendale, and it 
was her tomb that I had seen in the old graveyard of 
Bigging on that evening when we shared the viking's 
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treasures. Her husband had remained in Orkney only 
until he had laid her and the child to rest, when, 
gathering the few remnants of his property that re- 
mained to him from the wreck of his ship,*he took a 
passage in a vessel that happened to touch at Kirk- 
wall for repairs, and with the sailor who had been 
saved with him he set sail for Denmark. My uncle 
Mansie said that this Mr. Quendale had promised to 
my father and others that he would be back again in 
Pomona in a few months, but since that time he had 
never been heard of. 

Now it happened that on the fifth day after the 
wreck of the Undine (for such was the vessel's name) 
my father was taking his small boat round to Bor- 
wick, a little hamlet two miles south of Skaill Bay. 
On passing the place where the vessel struck, now 
calm and peaceful after the storm, he shortened sail 
and rowed inshore. A little distance up the face of 
the red cliff, above the high-water mark, and hidden 
by a projecting rock, there was a "scurro," or fissure, 
which opened into a large cavern. He had discovered 
this cavern when he was a boy, on some bird-nesting 
expedition; and now, scarcely knowing why he did 
so — except, perhaps, for the passing thought that some 
of the wreckage had been washed into it by the high 
waves — he climbed up from his boat and entered the 
cava To his astonishment he found there a half- 
starved man, who had been on board the Undine at 
the time of the disaster. Having found the cave in 
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Lis endeavours to scale the cliff, this unfortunate man 
had contrived to live there during the five long days 
and nights since the wreck by subsisting on shell-fish, 
sea- weed, and a few sea-birds' eggs. What surprised 
my father more than all, however, was that the man 
had as a companion a helpless little child. Someone 
on the ship had placed the infant in an empty packing- 
case, which had drifted into the cave. The pilot con- 
veyed the two waifs ashore and took them up to Crua 
Breck. 

The man thus rescued by my father was Carver 
Kinlay; the little child was Thora. 

All that I could learn from my uncle and old Colin 
conceding Carver, further than this, was that he was 
a native of the north of Scotland, and that he and his 
family were passengers on the Danish ship, which was to 
have put in at the haven of Wick, in Caithness. Careless 
where he settled down, however, when cast upon the 
shores of Pomona, he had taken root here, like a weed 
in a flower-garden. He seemed to have had a store of 
money in the big chest which he claimed from among 
the wreckage, and circumstances enabled him to pur- 
chase the little farm of Crua Breck, together with a 
fishing-boat. The fishing, and a previous knowledge 
of the Orkney channels, had given him some experi- 
ence of local navigation; and it was upon the strength 
of this experience that, having built his pilot-boat, he 
intended to start in opposition to my father. 

The greater part of what Mansie and Colin said, as 
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they sat in the comfortable kitchen of Lyndardy, was 
entirely new to me. I felt a strange pleasure in hear- 
ing now, for the first time, that Thora Kinlay owed 
her life, in some sort, to my own father. When he 
carried the little girl up to the farm, with a seaman's 
jacket covering her from the cold — for the women and 
children had all been in their beds when the ship 
struck — she was at once claimed by Mrs. Kinlay. They 
named her Thora, after Mrs. Quendale, who had shown 
some kindness to her during the voyage, by reason of 
a resemblance that existed between the two children 
— Mrs. Quendale's own child and the child of Mrs. 
Kinlay — both of whom were of a like age. 

The story of the wreck of the Undvae gave me many 
matters to ponder over. *But the one practical thing 
that I learnt was this existence of a cave in the North 
Gaulton cliffs. I had not known that there was such 
a cave at that spot, although, indeed, I prided myself 
upon my knowledge of the whole coast-line from Rora 
to Birsay. I accordingly determined to explore the 
cliff at some future time. 



CHAPTER XIX 

TOM KINLAY'S bargain. 

I MUST not omit to mention that Willie Hercus and 
Robbie Rosson duly delivered up to Mr. Drever 
their shares of Jarl Haffling's treasure. The dominie 
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was, I believed, already in communication with the 
proper authorities concerning the claims that would be 
imposed according to what he called the law of trea- 
sure-trove. But there were many delays in coming to 
an agreement, owing, as I understood, to oflScial indif- 
ference and to the difficulty of determining the value 
of the relics, which Mr. Drever contended were worth 
more than their mere weight in silver. Meanwhile, the 
schoolmaster, anxious to keep the collection, as he said, 
intacto, for preservation in some museum, still held 
possession of the antiquities, and was nightly burning 
much oil in his absorbed study of them. 

Since Tom Kinlay had left the school Mr. Drever 
had not seen him. But, betimes, a message was sent 
by Thora to intimate to Tom that we others had given 
our parts of the viking's treasure into his charge, and 
advising that Tom should send in the remainder with- 
out delay. But Tom, who now owed no direct duty 
to the dominie, resolutely refused to give up his share 
of the treasure. 

On a windy Saturday morning — a week after the 
death of my poor dog — I was loitering about the quays 
in the port, when I was attracted towards a little crowd 
that had gathered round an old capstan. The crowd 
consisted of several sailors and fishermen,- with a 
sprinkling of townsfolk, who were evidently much in- 
terested in something that was going on in their 
midst 

I walked towards them and elbowed my way in be- 
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side old Davie Flett, the skipper of a coasting schooner, 
with whom I was slightly acquainted. 

"What's all the stir, Mr. Flett?" I asked. 

"Och, it's just an auld Jew doing some business," 
he replied; and I pressed my way further into the 
crowd. 

In the middle of the group there was a withered 
little man, bent with age, with a long ragged beard 
and a nose like the beak of a hawk. He wore a great 
black coat that was very shiny and reached almost 
down to his ankles; and in his skinny fingers he held 
what I soon recognized as the large red stone that Tom 
Kinlay had found at Skaill. Tom himself was stand- 
ing near the old Jew, and bargaining with him for all 
the treasure that had fallen to his share. 

The Jew had made some offer for the gem when I 
came up, and Kinlay was deliberating whilst listening 
to the advice of the fishermen. 

" Take his offer, lad," advised Jack Munroe. 

"Ay, take it. Tommy," added another. "Ye'U 
mebbe never hae anither such chance again." 

"Nay, dinna be a fule," said Jim Loudon. "The 
auld swindler kens the thing's worth mair than he 
offers. Gar him gie ye anither ten shillings." 

"No, no," protested the Jew, speaking in broken 
English. "I not want ze ting. Wot use I make of 
it?" He was about to hand it back to Tom. 

" Well, well," he continued, again examining the 
gem. " K you not satisfy, den I gif you six shilling 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



TOM KINLAY'S BARGAIN. 143 

more; wot you say, eh^ Dat make ten pound and 
six shilling, English. It not worth one penny more, 
I tell you." 

" Make it ten guineas," urged Kinlay. 

"What! ten guineas? Himmel, mine child, you 
make me ruined!" exclaimed the Jew. 

" Give the lad the ten guineas and be done with it, 
Isaac," said a young seaman who appeared to know 
him. " You'll get your own price in Amsterdam." 

"Well, ten guineas I will gi£ — two hundred and 
ten shilling!" And the old Jew slowly counted out 
the money from a dirty canvas bag that he took from 
his belt. I saw his little black eyes glitter as he 
dropped the sparkling gem into the bag and buttoned 
up his coat, before handing over the money. 

Kinlay pocketed the sovereigns, and then looked 
round the crowd of faces about him with an air of 
extreme satisfaction. At the same time old Isaac 
turned to a Dutch sailor who was addressing him in 
their own language. By the fox-like look in the Jew's 
eyes I understood that he, on his part, was not really 
discontented with the bargain he had closed. 

But Tom had evidently not disposed of all his valu- 
ables, for, just as Isaac was slipping away, he held him 
by the sleeve and showed him a handful of the viking's 
coins and rings, whereupon the old Hebrew renewed 
his bartering, with the result that Tom disposed of all 
his remaining store for the sum of two additional 
pounds. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



144 THE PILOTS OF POMONA 

The crowd was breaking up, and the Jew again slip- 
ping away, when I called out to him, thinking I would 
tell him that there were some more of these things in 
Stromness, and believing for the moment that Mr. 
Drever might have some wish to deal with so generous 
a purchaser. Isaac could at least tell him what the 
treasure was worth, I reflected. 

"Will ye buy any more o' these things?" I asked, 
when he came to my side. 

"Well, I want nossing more, mine young friend," 
he replied. " I haf make a very bad bargain already. 
But what have you? Any more of dose pretty tings?" 
and he indicated the gem that he had bought from 
Kinlay. 

I thought at once of my magic stone that was sus- 
pended at my neck under my guernsey. I produced 
it, though of course I did not mean to let him have it 
at any price. 

"Is this worth anything?" I asked. But I had no 
sooner brought it forth than I felt a tugging at my 
sleeve. I turned round and saw old Davie Flett 
frowning at me meaningly, 

"Don't have anything to do wi* the auld thief!" he 
whispered, dragging me aside. " Come away, lad, an' 
let me tell ye something." 

But the Jew was already examining my little black 
stone, and asking me to take the cord that held it off 
my neck. He scratched its smooth surface with his 
long finger nails, and then took out an old knife from 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



TOM KINLAY^S BARGAIN. 145 

his pocket and was proceeding to insert the blade 
under the gold ring that encircled the stone. I snatched 
my precious talisman from him, and replaced it under 
the collar of my knitted shirt. The Jew looked sur- 
prised; but without heeding him I turned away with 
Captain Flett, who walked with me some distance from 
the dispersing crowd. When we were alone beside one 
of the sheds he said: 

" It's all right now, Ericson, my lad. I wanted but 
to save ye frae makin' a fule o* yersel, like Carver 
Kinlay's lad." 

" Why,*' I said, " Kinlay has made a very good bar- 
gain, has he not?" 

"Simpleton!" said the skipper. "Ye didna hear 
what yon Dutch sailor said to the auld Jew, eh?" 

" I heard, captain, but of course I didna understand," 
I said. 

" Weel, my lad, / understood," said he. " The Dutch- 
man asked him what kind o' gem it was he had gotten 
frae the boy. *It's a ruby,' said the Jew. 'Oho!' said 
the Dutchman. 'It's a rare big one, though. How 
muckle might ye be expectin' to get for it across the 
water — a couple o' hundred?' Then the auld Jew 
gave the Dutchman a wink, and said, * Maybe a thou- 
sand dollars, mynheer.' So ye see, Ericson, if the auld 
swindler could count upon gettin', let us say, two 
hundred pounds English for the stone over in Amster- 
dam, ye can hardly say that young Kinlay got a big 
price for't, can ye? " 

(669) F 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



146 THE PILOTS OF POMONA. 

I was astounded at this iiiformation. Such unfair- 
ness appeared to my boyish mind as criminal in the 
extreme. But a wider knowledge of the world has 
since taught me that in commercial transactions things 
are not always bought and sold at their proper value. 

I thanked my skipper friend, while telling him that 
I had myself had no intention of dealing with the 
merchant 

Scarcely had I left Mr. Flett two minutes before I 
heard someone walking hurriedly behind me. I was 
quickly overtaken by old Isaac and Tom Kinlay. 

"Ericson," said Tom with a friendly tone in his 
voice, as though we had never quarrelled. " Let the 
old man hae a sight o' that thing ye've got round yer 
neck, will ye?'* 

I put my hands in my trousers pockets, and made 
no reply. 

" I gif you tree shilling for it," said the Jew. 

"Keep your dirty money, sir," I said, turning on 
my heel. Then, as though he did not wish Kinlay to 
overhear his offer, he followed me, taking me by the 
sleeve: 

" Ah ! mine friend," he said coaxingly, " I see you 
know wot it is. Very well, den, I gif you a sove- 
reign." 

"A sovereign!" I exclaimed aloud. And Kinlay, 
who had now come up to us, opened his eyes in sur- 
prise. 

" Take the money, man," he urged. 
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" Nay, nay/' I said. " If you like to give the value 
of two hundred pounds in exchange for ten guineas^ 
I am certainly not so green. Besides, ye ken weel 
enough that those things were not rightly yours. Mr. 
Drever has told you that." 

He did not appear to notice the latter part of what 
I said. 

** Two hundred pounds! *' he exclaimed, looking from 
me to the Jew. "Two hundred pounds! What d'ye 
mean?" 

"I mean," I said calmly, "that you have been 
swindled. It's a ruby stone ye hae sold him, a ruby 
worth two hundred poimds." 

I will not soon forget the expression that came into 
Tom's eyes when he heard this. It was a look first of 
incredulity, as though he supposed I was simply play- 
ing upon him. Then it changed to a look of defeat aa 
he realized how much he had been cheated by the 
crafty old Jew. He turned round to vent his indig- 
nation upon Isaac, swearing and uttering threats of 
vengeance. 

"Ye auld long-nosed deevil!" he exclaimed. "Ye 
heathen swindler! Gie me back the stone! " 

But Isaac had already slipped away from the spot 
like a startled trout. We saw his long coat tails dis- 
appear round the comer of an alley that led down to 
the harbour. Kinlay followed him, still swearing and 
threatening, and got down to the quay just in time to 
s^e the old Jew jump into a boat that had been wait- 
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ing for him. The boat belonged to a Dutch brig that 
was putting out to sea, and when old Isaac got aboard, 
the anchor was already at the cat-head and the sails 
were bellying in the wind. 

Frustrated in his revenge upon the Jew, Kinlay 
now turned upon me his indignation. He accused me 
of willingly allowing him to sell the ruby below its 
value. I simply told him that it was no business of 
mine, and quietly asked him where he had got the 
gem. 

" But I needna ask you that," I added, " for I well 
ken where you got it." 

"Where did I get it? " he inquired, his face turning 
as red as the ruby itself. 

" You got it from the old viking's helmet," I replied, 
" for I saw you put the thing in your pocket, though 
you did deny that you had it that day over at SkailL 
But ye'U see what Mr' Drever will say to your selling 
what didna rightly belong to you." 

*'I carena that for Mr. Drever," he said, snapping 
his fingers. " Nor for you neither, ye young sneak." 

At this he turned from me without further words. 
But I think there was more malice against me in his 
heart than he allowed to appear on the surface. This 
incident, and my advantage over him, had at least th^ 
effect of increasing the enmity between ua 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE OPPOSITION BOAT. 

THE little hftven of Stromness was ever a quiet 
place, but never did it seem so quiet as during 
the calm which succeeded the storm of the past week, 
especially as that calm came on a Sunday, that quiet- 
est of all days in the North. Even the twittering of 
the sparrows on the quaint house-tops seemed less 
noisy than usual, and the women who stood in groups 
in the narrow street, with their clean mutch caps, 
their crimson hubbie-jackets and coarse blue gowns, 
suppressed their voices almost into whispers as they 
talked of the growing quarrel between my father and 
his new rival. Carver Kinlay. The solemn stillness 
of the June Sabbath was everywhere apparent. The 
healthy scent of the peat smoke, mingled with a cer- 
tain fishy odour, permeated the little town, while the 
cool, fresh smell of the sea- weed, and the sweet per- 
fume of the Dutch clover, came from the shores of the 
bay. The few men who were in port lounged about 
in sight of the sea, looking lazily outward at the 
anchored ships. 

On the little jetty at the Anchor Close my father 
sat on an upturned herring-creel, smoking his pipe, 
and watching a flock of sea-mews floating gracefully 
on the green water. Occasionally these birds would 
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rise in the sonny air with long outstretched wings, 
and give utterance to cries not unlike the mewing of 
kittensL Some wind-bound vessels lay at anchor in 
their own reflections, keel to keel, with gay colours 
streaming from their mastheads. I had never before 
seen the bay looking so still and beautiful But from 
the outer shores of the Ness came tiie prolonged mur- 
mur of tiie Atlantic waves, falling upon the ear like 
an everlasting sigh. 

I was seated in the stem of the Curlew, as the boat 
lay against the pier upon which my father sat smok- 
ing. Looking over her side down into Uie clear 
water, I could see the small fish dart about like flashes 
of silver light in the emerald depths, where the many- 
coloured sea- weeds swayed softly to and fro with the 
motion of the tide; while far below, on their sandy bed, 
the bright shells, the sea-urchins, and the green mossy 
stones gleamed like brilliant gema And the low swish 
of the tide against the stone pier made a pleasant, 
sleepy sound. Sometimes, as I sat there dreamily, my 
eyes would wander across the smooth blue water to 
the distfmt hills, following the steady, swooping flight 
of an eagle. Nearer at hand, the flight of a flock of 
sea-larks along the links of the shore would attract 
my attention, while once I heard the splash of a solan- 
goose diving in the bay, and saw the spray rise in a 
glittering column high above the water. 

Suddenly my dreamy meditations were interrupted. 
Hurried footsteps sounded in the silent street, and 
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looking up the passage of the Anchor Close I saw a 
company of men quickly passing. Among them were 
Carver Kinlay and his son Tom. I told my father 
who they were, at which he expressed much wonder, 
and tried to assign a cause for their hurrying. But 
soon our questioning was fully answered by the unex- 
pected appearance of my sister Jessie. 

" Father! " said she, very much out of breath, for she 
had walked very quickly from Lyndardy, where she 
had been staying during the whole of that past week. 

"Well, lass?" said my father, looking round at the 
girl's agitated face. " What have you seen that you 
look so scared?" 

"I've seen from the cliffs," gasped Jessie. "I've 
seen the Lydia makin' for Stromness. She has surely 
put back, for her masts are away, and her bulwarks 
are wrecked." 

"The Lydia! What, Captain Gordon's ship? Ay, 
lass, but ye're telling me a strange thing. You'd 
better gang and tell Mansie to get the men out. 
There'll be a race wi' the new pilot, I'm thinking." 
And he knocked the ashes from his pipe, and came 
down into the boat to get her ready. 

Jessie, however, had no need to go and tell the crew 
to get ready, for she had hardly turned away when 
my uncle Mansie and the men hurried down the jetty 
and sprang into the Curlew. 

The day was so fine and bright that my heart 
yearned for a sail in the boat, and I was about to ask 
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my father if I might go out with him, when he fore- 
stalled me by ordering me to be seated among the 
ropes in the bow. 

The quietude of the Sabbath was now changed to 
bustle and excitement. The oars and rowlocks were 
put in place, the sail made ready for hoisting, and soon 
all was trim and ready to start. 

My father's pilot- boat, the Curlew, was strongly 
built and of great breadth of beam. It was of a pat- 
tern and rig peculiar to the Orkneys, much after the 
fashion of a whaling-boat, and called a " sixter," from 
having a crew of six men. It was propelled by either 
sail or oars, as either was most convenient, but the 
Orcadian boatmen never employed the oars when the 
sail could be used. 

The boat's crew was a picked one, and seldom could 
six finer men be seen together. The skipper, my 
father, was himself a picture of manly strength, hand- 
some and agile. His father and grandfather had been 
pilots; the latter, indeed, had been the chief pilot of 
Stromness in the year 1780, when Captain Cook's ships, 
the Discovery and the Resolution, lay in the harbour 
on their return from the South Seas. My father's ship- 
mates, as he called them, were also fine stalwart men, 
each of them competent to take the skipper's place, but 
each willing to sacrifice anything for Sandy Ericson. 
My uncle Mansie was mate, and sat forward in the 
bow. The stroke-oar was usually taken by Tom Hercus, 
a man of singular daring. Willie Slater was an old 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE OPPOSITION BOAT. 153 

whaler, who could stand any hardships with perfect 
indifference. Then there was Jock Eunson, a good- 
humoured Orphir man, who, on many a dark night, 
had kept his mates merry as they beat about in the 
outer sea in search of ships; and Ringan Storlsen, of 
Finstown, who had been at school with my father, and 
with whom he had had many an adventure. 

" Hurry along, my lads; there's Kinlay started," said 
my father, seating himself in the stem-sheets. 

With that the ropes were cast off and the sail hoisted. 
Then the boat was pushed off from the pier, and as she 
caught the light breeze she glided slowly into the bay 
among the sailing shadows of the summer clouds. 

When we were out in the deep water I looked along 
the line of the shore for the opposition boat; but I 
found she was already further out than ourselves, 
looking like a pleasure yacht, with her newly painted 
hull and clean white canvas — a contrast to the dingy 
brown sail and the scratched and worn hull of the 
Curlew, 

My uncle Mansie, who sat quite near to me, told 
me that the new boat was called the 8t, Magnus — 
after the patron saint of Orkney — and I noticed that 
he spoke very lightly of her as a sailer. I asked him 
if he did not think she would beat us in this race; but 
he assured me there was no fear of it, for that though 
Kinlay had the start of us, yet he had not the advan- 
tage of a well trained and disciplined crew, and his 
ropes were too new to nin frea 
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There was little chance of a race, however, in the 
cahn bay, and my uncle, not wishing Kinlay to see 
that we were taking any interest in his movements, 
drew my attention away from the 8t Magnus by 
asking me some questions about my viking's stone. 
He said that, now I had made a start in coming out in 
the boat, I might stand a better chance of proving the 
virtue of my talisman, more especially if I should be 
bold enough to come out on some dark, stormy night, 
when there would be some danger. Then some of the 
other men, hearing us, asked me to show them the 
magic stone, and it went round the whole company for 
inspection. 

By the time they had all had a good look at it, and 
I had hung it round my neck again, we had got full 
into the breeze of the outer bay. My father, who held 
the tiller, managed to get to the weather-side of the 
8t Magnus, and when we reached the Ness point, 
where a number of people had already gathered from 
the town to watch the expected race, the two boats 
were bow to bow. 

Beyond the point we brought up at the same moment 
as the St Magnus, and steered westward on the star- 
board tack, with a south-westerly breeze swelling our 
sails. The Curlew now bent over to leeward, our bow 
plunging into the waves, dashing them aside and 
sending the foam surging in a long track far astern. 
With a strong outrunning current in our favour we 
sped through the channel between Stromness and 
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Graemsay, the St Magnus being now to windward of 
us and several lengths behind. Tom Kinlay was sit- 
ting on the weather gunwale near his father, who 
was steering. It was easy to see that they were all 
suppressing their excitement in the raxje; yet their 
craft was brought bravely along in our track, and 
there was still a chance of their reaching the ship 
before us. The result depended upon good steering, 
and upon the readiness of each crew to lower sail at 
the right moment. 

From watching the St Magnus I turned my atten- 
tion to the approaching barque, which, by her green 
painted hull, I soon enough recognized as the Lydia. 
She was struggling slowly onward against the rapids 
of Hoy Sound, with the wind on her starboard quarter, 
and as we got nearer her I could see the extent of the 
damage she had sustained in the late storm. She had 
lost her fore and main top-gallant masts, and her port 
bulwarks were stove in. The quarter-boat was miss- 
ing and her jolly-boat was gona 

She came along at the rate of about two knots, 
under close-reefed topsails, storm-trysails, and spanker. 
We could hear Captain Gordon's voice directing the 
working of the ship, and once I saw him on the 
quarter-deck, leaning over the rail to watch us. His 
head was bandaged as if from some accident. On the 
forecastle deck the mate and some men stood watching 
our approach, with ropes ready to throw out to ua 

I became inwardly excited when the moment came 
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that was to determine everything; and even my father 
was a little pale as he steered us steadily towards the 
lee side of the Lydia. We came within a hundred 
yards of her when he cried out, " Lower away!" and I 
heard the same order given on the St Magnus, Down 
came our sail in quick obedience, and at the same time 
oars were put out to prevent the strong stream and 
the way we had on us from sweeping us past the 
vessel 

The Lydia was now in a most dangerous part of the 
channel, where the rapid tide was met by the equally 
rapid stream of Burra Sound 'from the south side of 
Graemsay island. They formed a wide, swift current 
of broken water, which swirled and eddied about with 
a rough irregular motion. As our boat passed the bow- 
sprit of the Lydia, my father turned her head towards 
the ship, and my uncle Mansie was alert and ready to 
catch the coil of rope that was at that moment thrown 
down to us from the barque's forecastle. I think the 
rope was awkwardly thrown, or the man throwing it 
had miscalculated the rate at which we were driving 
past Howbeit, the rope fell across our stern, beyond 
Mansie's reach. Leaving the tiller my father seized it 
with the intention of passing it forward to my uncle, 
holding the coil in one hand and the line in the other. 
As he rose from his seat, however, the rope was by 
some stupid mistake suddenly made secure on board 
the ship instead of being paid out, and my father was 
instantly jerked into the sea. 
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"Let go the rope!" Tom Hercus shouted to my 
father. But the seaman in charge of the line on the 
ship's deck, taking the order as meant for himself, 
cast off the rope, the end of which dropped overboard 
before the error was discovered. Thus the rope my 
father held was fastened neither to the ship nor to the 
boat He was a powerful swimmer, but he soon be- 
came entangled in the coil of rope in such a manner 
that the more he struggled to free himself the worse 
became the tangle, so that his very efforts to swim 
made his position more difficult than if he bad remained 
stilL This could all be seen from the Lydia, and 
ropes and life-buoys, which he failed to catch, were 
thrown to him as he rose for a moment to the surface 
and finally disappeared. 

Now this unhappy incident threw us all into such 
confusion and consternation aboard the Curlew, divid- 
ing our men's attention between attempting to reach 
the drowning skipper and endeavouring to secure 
another rope thrown from the ship, that all control of 
the boat was lost. The Curlew was capsized by the 
treacherous current, and we were all ingulfed without 
a moment's warning. 

An awful exclamation of "Oh, God!" was the last 
thing I heard as I sank below the waves, and then the 
water rushed into my open mouth, and I felt my cap 
torn from my head. Down, down I sank, struggling, 
yet with my eyes open, while the water became dark 
ground me and I was draw^ along by the whirling 
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undercurrent. I raised my hands above my head and 
tried to regain the surface and get breath; but it was 
many moments before my eyes were gladdened at 
seeing the water grow greener and brighter. Then I 
could see the sunlight above me glancing and dancing 
in the surrounding water; then at last I felt that my 
hands had reached the surface, my head rose up into 
the open air, where I gasped and got breath. I swam 
about for a little, thinking only of keeping myself 
above water, but when I got my full breath again and 
found that I could keep afloat without great eflfbrt, I 
looked around me and remembered what had hap- 
pened. There was the ship, the Lydia, lying athwart 
the channel, ten fathoms or so away from me, and I 
could see the St Magnus bearing down towards me. 
I looked for my father and my uncle Mansie and the 
other men, but could see none of them any wtere. Pro- 
bably my own lightness, and the fact that I was not, 
like them, encumbered with heavy sea-boots, had aided 
me in coming up to the surface before them. But I 
could not have helped 'them, even had they stood in 
need of such help as mine, and I knew that they were 
all good swimmers, so I turned round on my breast 
with the current and continued swimming towards the 
Curlew, which now floated, bottom up, to the seaward 
side of me. 

The St Magnus very soon came within hail, drifting 
with the rapid stream. The men were at the oars, 
though they only used them to steady the boat and 
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hold her back. Just as they were abreast of me the 
man at the bow cried out, " There's old Slater! Port 
your helm!" and the boat's head was turned away 
from my direction, for they had not seen me. As she 
slewed round, however, Tom Kinlay, who sat at the 
stem, caught sight of me swimming close under the 
boat's side. So near to him was I, indeed, that by 
stretching out his arm he might have caught my up- 
raised hand. Our eyes met, and a smile of triumph 
played about his lips. The boat was rowed away from 
me without his uttering a word or once attempting to 
save me. I kept steadily on my way, swimming to- 
wards the Curlew, nor did I once look round again 
for the St Magnus, 

The upturned boat was floating outward with the 
stream, and it took me a very long time and a strong 
swim, that tired my arms more than I can say, before 
I could be sure that I was shortening the distance that 
separated me from this one refuge. But at last the 
boat got into a whirling eddy that turned her round 
and round, and so kept her back until I was within a 
fathom of her. Yet even this short distance seemed 
more than I could now swim, for, with my clothes on 
and my jacket buttoned over me, my arms were not 
free enough to let me swim with any ease, and I began 
to despair and to flounder about in such eagerness to 
reach the boat, that I sank twice under the waves and 
got my mouth filled with the briny water. In my 
growing fear, however, I thought of the viking s ston^ 
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that hung under my waistcoat. Surely now was a 
time to test its power, I thought, and the thought 
gave me courage. Renewing my efforts, I at length 
reached the boat and grasped the rudder. But the 
rudder came away in my hand, having been displaced 
in the capsizing of the boat. This, however, aided me 
in keeping afloat till I was enabled to reach the boat 
again and cling to the keeL Now was I in compara- 
tive safety, for I did not doubt that Carver Kinlay 
would see me and bear down to rescue ma 

When, after many failures, I managed to climb up 
the side of the boat and get astride of her keel, I began 
to feel sick with the sea- water I had swallowed and 
weak after my long swim. Then my head grew dizzy, 
a mist came over my eyes, and I fainted away. 



CHAPTER XXL 

THE RESCUK 

WHEN I returned to consciousness the warm sun- 
light was slanting down upon me. I opened 
my eyes and saw the snowy clouds floating in the 
blue sky. I thought I had but fallen asleep in the 
stern of the Curlew as she lay against the jetty on 
that Sabbath afternoon. I felt the boat rising and 
falling gently on the tide. All was quiet, except for 
the swishing of the water against the planks of the 
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boat. I tried to speak: "Father," I said, thinking he 
was there on the jetty smoking. 

Then I felt a hand laid gently on my breast and a 
shadow crossed between me and the sun. 

"He is waking!" said a voice that sounded as sweet 
as the song of the skylark to my ears: "Halcro! 
Halcro!" 

A soft hand raised my head, and then I saw, looking 
down into my eyes, a beautiful face, framed in a mass 
of waving hair that the sunlight had turned into 
brightest gold. It was the face of Thora Kinlay. 

How Thora came to be there, leaning over me, I could 
not tell. My mind was in a strange confusion, and I 
remembered nothing of what I had gone through. But 
soon I heard another voice speaking to me. It was the 
voice of my sister Jessia 

* Halcro! Halcro!" it murmured. 

"Where ami?" I asked; for I could not understand 
how I came to be lying in the bottom of a little sailing- 
boat with my limbs all aching and trembling. And 
Jessie and Thora were at my side — Jessie steering, and 
Thora holding the rope of the little lug-sail. How did 
it all come about? 

Then Jessie, bidding me lie still, told me in a few 
words how she and Thora had watched the race be- 
tween the Curlew and the St Magnus, standing on 
the high ground of the Ness point They had seen the 
accident, and had immediately put out together in a 

little boat that was lying on the beach. They had 
eoo) L 
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rescued me from the upturned Curlew, where I lay in 
a faint, and were now making for the Lydia. 

*'Have they saved father?" I asked. But the girls 
did not know. They had not seen anyone picked up 
by the St Magnus. 

"Where is Carver's boat now?" I inquired; and feel- 
ing my strength return to me somewhat, I raised myself 
up and sat on the seat at the stern beside my sister, 
while Thora went forward to the mast to be in readi- 
ness to lower the sail. 

We were now, as I could see, only a few fathoms 
distant from the Lydia, which was lying athwart the 
stream, thus breaking the force of the current, and 
making it possible for us to draw up alongside. The 
St Magnus was already there, having, as I afterwards 
found, given up the search for the unfortunate crew of 
the Curlew. Carver Kinlay was aboard on the quarter- 
deck engaged in an altercation with the skipper, who 
stood at the gangway. 

"Heave us a rope, captain!" cried out Jessie; and 
Thora caught the line that was thrown down, while I 
helped her to draw our boat to the ship's side. 

My clothes were still very wet in spite of the warm 
sun; but, with some difficulty, I got up the barque's 
side and joined Captain Gordon at the gangway. 

"Have any of our men been saved?" I asked. "My 
father, is he — ?" But I saw by the skipper's down- 
cast face that the worst had happened. I turned to 
Kinlay: 
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"Did you not pick up any of them?" I inquired. 

" It was no use," said he sullenly. " We could save 
none of them." 

" You might very well have done so if you'd been 
more prompt," said Captain Gordon. " I saw two of 
the poor men above water when you turned to come 
back." 

"Why did ye not send out a boat yerself, then?" 
said Kinlay. 

"Because I have none, except the life -boat there. 
We lost the others in the storm. But it was little use 
my thinking of launching a heavy life-boat when you 
were afloat there at hand." 

"Well, weU, it couldn't be helped," said Kmlay. "It 
was their own fault they were capsized, and there's no 
use talking. Put your helm to starboard, skipper, and 
let's get you into port." 

"Is this man a pilot, Ericson?" asked Captain Gor- 
don, turning to me. 

"No," I said; "I believe he has not yet taken out 
his license. He started piloting two da/s since in op- 
position to my father." 

Kinlay scowled almost savagely at me for saying 
this. But I knew very well that he was not a fully 
qualified pilot, whatever he might become, now that my 
father was drowned. He lost much of his swaggering 
manner, however, and was very quiet when Captain 
Gordon ordered him off the ship. 

"Since that is so^ then^" said the captain, "vou may 
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leave this ship, and young Ericson will take us into 
the harbour. The lad may have no more claim to 
pilot us than yourself, but I doubt not he is quite as 
capable." 

Kinlay walked across the quarter-deck at this dis- 
missal, but as he put one leg over the gangway to get 
down to his boat, he said in a hoarse voice, and with 
a sly leer in his dark eye: 

" I say, skipper, if ye're examined by the authorities, 
just say you gave every assistance — that ye hove ropes 
over — d'ye see? It's a very lamentable thing. But it 
was their own faults, their own faults." 

" What d'ye mean? " said the captain. " I did heave 
ropes over, and I need tell no lies about it. I gave 
more assistance than you did, ye blackguard." 

"Oh, very well, very well! I thought I'd just put 
you on your guard, d'ye see, in case you're examined." 
And so saying, Kinlay disappeared over the rail, and 
was soon sailing away, taking.Thora with him. 

My sister Jessie had come aboard while Carver and 
the captain were altercating. She came up to the 
captain and in great distress asked him if he was sure 
no more could be done to find our father and the 
other men; at which he expressed his belief that it 
was impossible to do anything further. I must add 
that this was also my own impression, for I well knew 
that as the poor fellows had been unable to keep afloat 
until Kinlay came up to them, nothing could now save 
them from that terrible current. But already we could 
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see that there were several boats out looking for the 
men. They could do more than we, for in the mean- 
time the Lydia was herself running into some danger, 
drifting outward with the current. 

I spent no time in expressions of regret or lamenta- 
tion over the calamity that had befallen the men of 
the Cv/rlew; but, feeling that it was in some measure 
my duty to undertake the work my father had set out 
to perform, I told Captain Gordon the best course to 
take to cheat the tide, and gave him such advice as only 
a person acquainted with Hoy Sound could possibly 
give. Under these directions the barque was guided 
through the easiest channels into the smooth water 
inside the Holms, where the anchor was dropped and 
the vessel secured. 

Captain Gordon, who had been very kind to me 
during all this time, procured me a can of hot coflFee to 
send away my chill. He then threw a warm pea-jacket 
over my trembling shoulders, and came ashore with 
us in the small boat that Jessie and Thora had taken 
the use of. He also accompanied us to our home to 
break the sad news to our mother — a mission in which 
he showed a fine tenderness and sympathy of heart 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

AFTER THE ACCIDENT. 

THE sad catastrophe in Hoy Sound cast a gloom 
over the little town of Stromness, where the un- 
fortunate men had been held in great respect. By the 
fishers and sailors of the island Sandy Ericson had 
been regarded as a sort pf chief. When any ship 
touched at the port it was his genial face that was first 
seen, and when they passed on their long voyages to 
distant lands it was he who gave the last word of fare- 
well. Among the women he had been esteemed as 
an oracle, to whom they went for comfort in stormy 
weather when in doubt as to the fate of lovers or hus- 
bands at the fishing; and even the young children had 
learned to know his heavy stride, and to run into the 
street when he approached, that they might cling to 
his great, gentle hand and hear his kind, cheery voice. 
The accident had been seen by a large number of 
women who had gathered on the Look-out Hill, where 
they were wont to assemble in rough weather when 
watching for the return of the fishing-smacks. When 
• the Curlew was seen to capsize a loud shriek rent the 
air, for all knew that to be cast into that dreadful 
tideway meant almost certain death. The impulse of 
my sister Jessie and Thora to put out in a small boat 
that lay at the water's edge, on the possible chance of 
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saving some of us, was, therefore, looked upon as a mad 
freak. But when the two girls were seen to rescue 
me from the upturned boat, they were praised for their 
promptitude. 

My own rescue, however, was much marvelled at. 
I had been known as a good swimmer; but that was 
not extraordinary in a place where swimming and 
diflf-climbing were learnt before the alphabet. What 
was wondered at was that I had managed to keep 
afloat and swim so far when all the men had perished. 
When it was whispered about, therefore, that I was in 
possession of a magic stone which had the power of 
protecting me from the dangers of the deep, the cre- 
dulous people readily grasped at the explanation of 
supernatural assistance, and thenceforth I was distin- 
guished amongst them as one over whom Providence 
had cast a miraculous garment to protect me, as Earl 
Ewan was protected in the olden time. 

But if by the people of Stromness generally the 
calamity was lamented over, how much keener was the 
grief of those who had been bereft of husbands, fathers, 
brothers! All the men of the Curlew were married 
and had families, with the exception of my uncle 
Mansie. But in Mansie's death my mother had to 
mourn the loss of a brother in addition to the loss of 
her husband. 

In our house in the Anchor Close, where the crew 
had so often sat in readiness to put out the boat, all 
was now hushed, and the busy life of my mother and 
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Jessie was suddenly checked and deprived of all hope, 
their domestic duties robbed of all meaning. My 
mother wandered about the house in melancholy, or 
sat before the fire expressing her woe in long-drawn 
sighs. Very often she walked down the jetty and 
looked out across the breezy bay, as though she ex- 
pected to see the Curlew coming in, and then she 
would return with tears filling her eyes, and take up 
her knitting to hide her grief in work, forgetting for 
the moment that the stockings she was making were 
for him who would never, never wear them. 

As for myself, my life seemed empty of ambition, 
now that the Curlew was sunk and my father and the 
men had gone. I had learnt to hope that I might be 
a pilot some day; but where were my prospects now? 
That I must go out to some work was evident, but 
what was to be the nature of that work was left to 
more mature consideration, or to some happy chance 
or opportunity. In the meantime I was to remain 
away from school. 

There was no lack of sympathy for us on the part 
of our neighbours for many days after the accident 
Mr. Moir, the minister, was among the first who called, 
bringing much comfort to my poor widowed mother; 
the schoolmaster also came, with great sorrow on his 
face, and many a good word he spoke of my father; 
while Captain Gordon visited us again and again so 
long as his ship lay in port. 
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CHAPTER XXIIL 

gray's inn. 

ABOUT midway along the crooked, narrow street 
of Stromness stood the one house of entertain- 
ment of the port — Gray's Inn — where the wind-bound 
sailors and idle fishermen usually regaled themselves 
and spun yarns. The host, Oliver Gray, who was 
himself a retired seaman, had sought to attract his 
customers by hanging out over his front door a sign 
which was calculated to win the good opinion of all 
seafaring folk. It was a representation of a clipper in 
full sail on a raw green sea. Oliver took great pride 
in this picture, and it was commonly believed that he 
had had a hand in the painting of it. When it was 
praised he was profuse in his acknowledgments; but 
if a critical captain asked him how it was that, though 
the ship was sailing before the wind, yet her colours 
were all flying aft, or inquired whether it was grass 
or cabbages she sailed upon, Oliver was less eager to 
claim any artistic ability, and hurried the critic into 
the house lest he should also discover that the shrouds 
had been omitted by the painter. 

Gray's inn was not an ordinary public-house, and 
beyond the signboard announcement that ''Spvritis and 
aile is retailed here " there was little to indicate its 
commercial character. The parlour was a large room 
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with a window at each end — one facing the street, the 
other being so situated that the seamen sitting at the 
large centre table could look out at their ships riding 
at anchor across the bay. There was no counter or 
bar, and the liquor was brought " ben " by Oliver or 
his sonsie wife. 

One Saturday morning I had to go there to see old 
David Flett about a boat that Captain Gordon wanted 
to buy from him. I found him at the inn before me, 
sitting there with a goodly company of Stromness 
men and skippers, whose ships were, like the Lydia, 
undergoing repairs or waiting for fair winds. When 
I went in he was talking with a skipper whom he was 
evidently well acquainted with. This was Captain 
Wemyss of The Duncans, outward bound for Bombay. 
Wemyss had been lying in the harbour for over a 
week, and now that fair weather had come, and the 
wind was veering round to a favourable quarter, he 
was contemplating weighing anchor. His vessel was 
a full-rigged ship, the largest in the bay; and all 
the other skippers seemed to pay him a degree of 
respect equal to the size of his ship. They looked 
upon him with such deference, indeed, that not one of 
them would think of heaving anchor until he led the 
way. In the mornings, when they turned out, they 
never looked at the sky or the direction of the wind; 
they instinctively turned to The Duncans, and if the 
Blue Peter was not at her fore-peak they made ar- 
rangements for spending still another day among the 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



GRAY*S INN. 171 

Orkneya What in Wemyss tended to call forth a good 
deal of respect was that he seldom mixed with the other 
captains, but condescended to take only a single glass 
with a select few. I noticed that he preferred the 
company of Bailie Duke, or of Lloyd's agent, and other 
magnates of the town. 

Flett received me with a friendly welcome when 
I went into the inn, ordering a cup of coffee for me, 
and bidding me sit beside him until Captain Gordon 
should join us. He spoke of me to Captain Wemyss, 
and at that the whole company present fell to talking 
of the accident in the Sound. They were in the midst 
of a discussion as to the cause of the disaster when 
Captain Gordon entered, accompanied by Bailie Duke. 

Gordon was somewhat of a stranger to them all, so 
Captain Wemyss gave the names of the others, includ- 
ing Lloyd's agent, Captain Miller of the Albatross, and 
Captain Abernethy of the brig Enterprise, the last of 
whom, I may tell you, was the officer my father had 
described to Gordon as knowing so little of navigation 
that he had, after cruising out of sight of land for some 
months, mistaken the Mainland of Orkney for one 
of the West Lidian Islands. 

Bailie Duke, whose happy face wore a constant 
smile, and whose bright eyes seemed ever to be asking 
questions, took his seat in the arm-chair, and passing 
his snuff-box round the company, very soon took the 
lead in the conversation. He was the chief magistrate 
of the town, but he did not assume any undue dignity 
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on that account Indeed, his long life among the 
simple fisher-folk of Stromness, and his business con- 
nection with ships — for the bailie was a shipping agent 
— had given him a sympathy with all persons con- 
nected with the sea which quite overrode his dignity 
as a magistrate. He could talk of ships as learnedly 
as any of the captains, and of every vessel that had 
been in the harbour for the last twenty years he could 
tell the name and history whenever he saw her again. 
As for his knowledge of freights, duty, stability, and 
the ordinary affairs of shipping, he was the one man 
in Stromness whose word was taken above all others. 

When Bailie Duke was comfortably settled in his 
easy-chair, and there was a lull in the noise of conver- 
sation, he turned to Captain Gordon and asked him to 
tell the company how he had come by the hurt in his 
head, and what sort of a time he had had in the recent 
storm. 

" Well, ye see," said Gordon, taking a glance round 
his hearers' faces, ** it was a most unlucky affair from 
the first I was warned before I left Stromness that 
my masts were too high, and in addition to the fear of 
losing them I was troubled by my men declaring that 
the ship was bewitched. We were overrun with mice, 
d*ye see. Well, I got a cat, a wild-like animal, from 
old Grace Drever here. Young Ericson brought the 
beast aboard, but what became of it I cannot exactly 
tell, for no man could find it, though we could often 
hear its wild squealing at night From the moment 
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Pilot Ericson left us outside the Sound we encountered 
misfortune. We reached Oape Wrath after a struggle 
against contrary winds, and off the Butt of Lewis we 
lay-to for two days. The men swore that the cat 
down the hold was possessed of some evil demon, and 
that we would never make any progress on the voyage 
unless we turned back and took the animal home. 
Well, we beat about until we sighted St Kilda, where 
wet weather came on, and a gale from the west sprang 
up. We made no headway, and the island lay like an 
impassable rock on our beam for three days. The sea 
came rolling on from the west — great snow-topped 
mountains of waves — and the spray and the cutting 
sleet were hard to stand against. One night we shipped 
a heavy sea, which carried away our port bulwarks 
and stanchions and sent me into the lee scuppers, 
where I was stunned by a blow on the head. The 
same sea smashed the jolly-boat. I was insensible for 
a couple of days, and when I crept on deck again I 
found the other boat had been stove in. The fore and 
main top-gallant masts were gone. I was standing on 
the quarter-deck, when, just at midnight, I was startled 
by a most unearthly caterwauling, as though all the 
furies in the infernal regions had broken loose. I 
looked in the direction it came from, and, behold! there 
stood the cat like a frightful apparition. He seemed 
four times his original size, and his eyes were like two 
gleaming fires. Even now I am not sure if it was the 
flesh-and-blood Baudrons or his ghost come to explain 
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the mystery of his disappearance, and vent his dis- 
pleasure at me for having taken him from his comfort- 
able homa As I looked at the goblin cat my head 
reeled and I fell on the deck. Next morning all was 
calm and bright; but we were disabled, and it was 
necessary to put back for repairs. You may think 
what you like, mates, but as sure as we're here, it was 
nothing but the cat that brought on the gale and 
gave me my ill-luck; the worst calamity of all being 
the loss of the pilot and his crew." 

"Ay," said Bailie Duke, "but the cat had nothing 
to do with the loss of the pilots. Nobody can be 
blamed for that but Carver Kinlay." 

"No," added Oliver Gray, "a greater rascal than 
Carver never set foot in Orkney, nor a braver man 
than Ericson." 

** Well," said Captain Wemyss, " this Kinlay may do 
as he likes, but I for one will have no business with 
him." 

" Nor I neither," said O^tptains Johnson and Miller 
at once. 

*' He's no proper pilot," said Gray, " and has no right 
to run a boat" 

" I'm afraid, gentlemen," put in Lloyd's agent with 
a tone of authority, "you're a wee bit too late in 
bringing forward your objections, for I'm informed 
that Kinlay has already taken out all necessary papers, 
and is now a duly certified pilot." 

" What!" exclaimed Abernethy. " I'd sooner employ 
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young Ericson here than Kinlay; I'm sure the lad 
kens more about the coast." 

"I'd trust that lad to take my ship through any 
channel in Orkney," added Captain Gordon. "He 
brought us through on Sunday, and I never saw a 
pilot — except his father — handle a ship with greater 
skill." 

Mr. Gordon was speaking thus in my praise, when 
who should walk into the inn but Carver Kinlay him- 
self. 

Carver had on a new suit of clothes of blue cloth, 
and his high boots, reaching above the knees, were 
newly polished with oil. At his waist he wore a 
leather belt from which was suspended a long sheath- 
knife. He walked in with a jaunty air of self-impor- 
tance, but with a slightly unsteady gait, which showed 
how he had been cele1)rating his appointment. He 
approached Captain Wemyss, and addressed him. 

"Ye'U be weighing anchor on Monday morning, 
captain, I suppose? What time shall I come aboard?" 

" I never asked you to come aboard my ship, my 
man," said Captain Wemyss. "What is it you want?" 

"Why, d'ye not know I'm the pilot?" 

Captain Abemethy interrupted him, and drew him 
round by the shoulder to face the company, saying: 

" You'd not be the pilot if you hadna gotten the post 
by your crafty, sneaking, murderous villainy. Carver 
Kinlay. What business had you putting out to the 
Lydia on Sunday?" 
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"What business is that of yours?" was the response. 

" Every one has business in a case like this," said 
Abernethy, " and Til wager a thousand pounds if you 
hadn't gone out the accident wouldn't have happened. 
It was nothing else than the fear that you'd get aboard 
before them that made the men think of boarding the 
barque in such a hurry, and so far out. I knew the 
men well, poor fellows, and they were all decent men 
and good pilots, every one of them." 

While Abernethy was saying this, Kinlay was vent- 
ing a torrent of oaths and words in disparagement of 
my father and his men. 

"You villain! you rascal!" continued the skipper, "if 
you say another word against Sandy Ericson TU pitch 
you out at the window!" 

At the same time Bailie Duke stepped forward and 
said: 

" Now just hold your filthy tongue, Kinlay. You've 
been trying for years to do what youVe done now. 
You've gotten your wish; what more do you want?" 

The bailie succeeded in quieting him, and Carver 
slunk oflF to a corner of the room. The company, after 
this interruption, dispersed, leaving only Captain Gor- 
don, Kinlay, Captain Miller, and myself. 

No further words had been exchanged before a 
stalwart fisherman ent<;red. I immediately recognized 
Jack Paterson. Jack was, as I have before said, a 
powerful man. He came in with a firm resolution in 
his stop, and looked around the room. We watched 
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him closely, for there was something strange in his 
look. On seeing KinUy he walked straight up to him, 
laid a big hand on his shoulder — the hand that wanted 
a finger — and, without a word, dragged him to the 
middle of-the room. Kinlay turned quickly round, and 
putting his hand on his sheath-knife drew the weapon. 
Without hesitation Paterson stepped forward and dealt 
a tremendous blow with his fist on Carver's nose. 

"Ye ken what that's for — I needna tell ye," said 
Paterson; and Kinlay reeled over and fell upon the 
floor, while Jack Paterson walked quietly into the 
street. 

The explanation of this swift chastisement was this. 
There had that morning been a small indignation 
meeting of Stromness fishermen. They were all deter- 
mined that Kinlay should see they had no sympathy 
with him, and the purpose of the meeting was to deter- 
mine what form of vengeance they should employ. 

Their method was simply that which Jack Paterson 
had carried out, in boldly confronting Kinlay with 
closed fists; and when Jack's fellow-fishermen heard 
what he had done their revenge was satisfied, and they 
returned to their daily duties with accustomed quietude, 
only agreeing in this, that thereafter Carver Kinlay 
was to be recognized as the common enemy of all Jirue 
Orkney men; that he was not to be molested, but that 
none was to give him help in any way soever. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

CARVER KINLAY'S SUCCESS. 

THE Lydia was laid up for about a fortnight. A 
slight delay in completing her repairs was occa- 
sioned by the want of timber — a scarce commodity in 
Orkney, where there are no trees, — but suitable ma- 
terial was procured from q> homeward-bound ship. 
Captain Gordon never, in my hearing, referred directly 
to my sister Jessie's caution about the barque's masts; 
but I noticed that the new masts were made shorter 
and stouter than those that had suffered in the storm. 
There was also some diflSculty in procuring new boats 
for the ship ; but Captain Flett at last found a jolly- 
boat, and one morning early I took it out to the Lydia. 

When I went below I found Mr. Gordon sitting over 
his breakfast with Marshall, his first mate. I remained 
talking with them for some time, when we were inter- 
rupted by one of the ship's boys, who came down with 
a note to the skipper. 

Captain Gordon read it with some show of conster- 
nation. 

''What can be the meaning of that, Marshall?" he 
asked, handing the piece of paper across the table to 
the mata 

" Why, captain, I suppose you've been getting into 
some scrape ashore," said Marshall. 
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"Scrape! I've been in no scrape," said Gordon, 
'* unless, indeed, it be the accident last Sunday week." 
And he handed the note to me, asking if I could throw 
any light upon it. 

The note was from Bailie Duke, and it ran as fol- 
lows: — 

" Be in readiness. An officer from Kirkwall will be on board 
of you in a little with a summons. — Yours, &c., H. Duke." 

I had hardly finished reading it when a noise as of 
someone boarding was heard on deck, and presently 
Captain Miller of the Albatross came rushing down the 
cabin stairs. He was evidently newly out of his bunk, 
for his face was unwashed, his hair uncombed, and his 
large overcoat was roughly thrown over his sleeping 
clothes. 

" What the mischief does thiff mean? " he exclaimed, 
throwing a note on the table the facsimile of that 
which was puzzling Captain Gordon. 

The two skippers were forming surmises, and were 
at last consoling themselves that it was some playful 
trick of the bailie's, when Marshall whispered through 
the sky-light that a boat with seven men in it was 
pulling towards the ship. 

"Show them down if they come aboard, then," 
ordered Gordon. 

And Captain Miller rushed into the pantry to hide, 
dreading something seridUs; for he had let it out to us 
that he had been " on the spree " the night before, and 
was not the quietest of the company of which he had 
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been a member. He locked the pantry door as he heard 
footsteps on the companion-ladder. 

Two men entered the cabin. One was a big sea- 
faring man with a weather-beaten faca The very 
appearance of his companion betrayed the fact that he 
was the " oflScer from KirkwalL'' 

"Beautiful morning this!" observed the big man^ 
addressing Captain Gordon. Then after a pause he 
added : * We have just come, captain, to ask the favour 
of your company with us to Kirkwall. The officer 
here has a summons for you, I believe, and also one for 
Captain Miller of the Albatross, who is not at present 
on his ship." 

Here a deep groan came from the direction of the 
pantry. 

"A summons!" echoed Gordon. "What — why-r- 
what d'ye mean? What have I been doing?" 

"Oh! my dear sir," returned the officer from Kirk- 
wall, " you do not seem to understand the nature of the 
thing. You have done nothing at all, my dear sir. 
We only want you to come to Kirkwall as a witness 
in the case of assault — 'Kinlay versus Paterson' — to be 
tried to-day at KirkwalL" 

" Oh! then, if that's all, I'm here," said Captain Mil- 
ler, coming in from the pantry and adjusting his coat 

"That is," said the man with the weather-beaten 
face, supplementing the officer's explanation — " that is 
the case of the broken nose, captain. Now, we — that 
is, Mr. Watt and myself — have nothing to do with it. 
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really and truly; but the matter is just this, we are 
anxious to clear oflf Jack Paterson, who is in our boat 
alongside with us — " 

Here the speaker was interrupted by the appearance 
of Captain Abemethy. 

"Come on, Gordon, old boy!" said he; "come along. 
I*m going to pay all expenses, every penny of them. 
I*m willing to sport a thousand pounds to clear Jack 
Paterson. Only to think of that scurvy rascal Kinlay 
bringing up Jack, and him with a wife and a whole 
crew of young children. Shall we allow it? No; not 
if I can help it. Come along! " 

Abemethy was generous, certainly. He had lately, 
as I heard, fallen heir to the sum of five hundred 
pounds sterling, and his willingness to ** sport" his 
thousands on every important occasion was one of his 
chief characteristics at this period. 

"But how far is this place Kirkwall?" asked Cap- 
tain Gordon. "How long will it take us to get there?" 

" How far! Oh! only a matter of a few hours* sail," 
said Abernethy. " Tve got my pinnace out, and we'll 
have a fine jaunt. Come along!" 

" No. I've to see old Flett this morning to pay him 
some money. Besides, we're too many for the pinnace. 
Can we not go by road? " And Captain Gordon looked 
to me for an answer. 

" You can get Oliver Gray's pony and gig," I replied. 
" It's about fourteen miles by road." 

"Will you come with me, then, Halcro?" he asked. 
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"Certainly; Til be very glad. I know the way 
well." 

The two other skippers, with Mr. Watt and the rest, 
then made arrangements for their boating party, in- 
tending to sail round to Scapa, and thence walk across 
the little peninsula to Kirkwall. 

When Mr. Gordon had brushed himself up a bit, we 
went ashore together and found out Davie Flett, whose 
business occupied very little of the captain's time, and 
soon we were at the door of Oliver Gray's inn watch- 
ing his Shetland pony being harnessed into the gig. 

" Now, Halcro, are you going to drive? Up you get," 
said Mr. Gordon. 

" Surely you dinna expect me to drive, Captain Gor- 
don! " I exclaimed. " Why, I never held a pair of reins 
in my life!" 

" All right, my lad ! get over to larboard there, and 
ril see what we can do. You can be pilot and give 
your orders, and Til take the helm. Come along, 
Sheltie; off we go!" 

The weather was very fine, the roads in good condi- 
tion, and the pony fresh, so that we looked for a very- 
pleasant drive to the capital. We drove along the 
north road by Hamla Voe and past the green corn- 
fields of Cairston, and then over the hill until the great 
loch of Stenness stretched before us, reflecting on its 
surface the dappled, woolly douds. 

When we reached the Bridge of Waithe and turned 
westward, I asked my companion to slacken pace, for 
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I had seen on the white, road in advanoe of us two 
figures that were familiar to ma 

"Who are they, Halcro?" Mr. Gordon inquired; 
"two of your school friends, eh?" 

" Yes," I replied. " The lassie walking on the grass 
with the bare feet and carrying a green bag is Hilda 
Paterson — Jack Paterson*s daughter/* 

" Ay^ Jack Paterson's girl, eh? Well, and the other 
one with the pretty hair, walking along here like a 
stately young princess, who is she?" 

We were already close to the two girls, however, and 
I hesitated to reply. He drew the reins, and I saw 
him regarding the elder girl with great interest She 
raised her blue eyes as we stopped — eyes as blue and 
clear as the sky itself. Her fair hair hung in waves 
about her shoulders, and as her rosy lips were parted 
to say, "Good morning, Halcro!" they revealed a row 
of white and regular teeth. 

" Good morning, Thora!" I said in reply to the greet- 
ing she had given 

" I hope your foot is mending," said she very gently. 

"Yes," said I; and Captain Gordon turned to me as 
though he wondered at my sudden shyness. 

Thora looked down at a daisy growing at her feet 
in the green turf, seeming to seek inspiration from its 
golden heart. Then she raised her eyes to me again 
and said softly — oh, so softly: 

"Im real glad, Halcro, that ye werena drowned 
when the Curlew was wrecked." 
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I was about to thank her for the part she had taken 
in my rescue when Captain Gordon interrupted. Said 
he: 

" If that sinner, Carver Kinlay, had had his own way 
Halcro would have been drowned like the rest" 

Thora's cheeks grew crimson. 

" It is my father you speak of, sir," she said very 
bravely, "and I hope what ye say isna true." 

" Your father ! Carver Kinlay your father ! " ex- 
claimed the skipper incredulously. " Really, I beg your 
pardon, my girl." But already there was a tear in 
Thora*s eye, and she turned to join Hilda Paterson, 
who had gone on in advance. And the two girls 
walked onward to school. 

" Well ! " ejaculated the captain as he whipped up 
the pony, "well, I should never have believed it!" 

"Believed what, Mr. Gordon?" I asked. 

" Why, that such a sweet young girl as that was the 
daughter of that villainous Carver Kinlay." 

"Ay! Thora's a bonnie lassie," I observed, with more 
feeling than I meant the words to convey; "and shjs's 
as good as bonnie." 

" My lad, thank Heaven that your lucky stone and 
your splendid swimming saved you from that dreadful 
Sound of Hoy." 

"I would rather they had saved my father, Mr. 
Gordon." 

" I've np doubt you would, Halcro; but I was think- 
ing of something else. I was thinking that when you 
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grow older, and when little Thora — as you name her — 
is a woman — " 

**Tuts! Mr. Gordon," said I, guessing what he would 
be at " The Kinlays and the Ericsons will never be 
frienda" 

Thereafter Captain Gordon became very quiet and 
thoughtful, and when again he spoke it was about my 
own sister Jessie. He asked me many a question con- 
cerning her; and if I turned from the subject to point 
out some object in the scenery that I thought would 
interest him, he was sure to lead me back in some way 
to talk of Jessia 

We had now passed by the standing-stones of Sten- 
ness, which my companion showed but little interest 
m, saying they were nothing compared with the Druid 
circle of Stonehenge, in England; and our way then 
lay along a straight uninteresting road past Finstown, 
and by the southern shores of the Bay of Firth, where 
the green holms of Damsay and Grimbister lay like 
floating gardens on the calm water. Soon the great 
red cathedral of St Magnus loomed in sight above the 
antique houses of Kirkwall; and after our drive of 
fourteen miles we entered the old town and pulled up 
at the court-house, where we met Abernethy and 
Miller and the rest who had been of the boating party. 

I took the pony and gig to the Falcon Inn, and left 
them there until the trial should be over. I was alone 
the rest of the morning, for such an important trial as 
that of " Kinlay versus Paterson *' must be conducted 
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in private, and only those who appeared as witnesses 
or in other capacities connected with the case were 
permitted to be present. 

But the time was not spent wearily, for I knew the 
town of Kirkwall very well, and there were many 
folks anxious to hear from me the full particulars of 
the fatality in Hoy Sound. Amongst these was old 
Colin Lothian, whose wanderings had brought him to 
KirkwalL The old man sat with me on a stone seat 
in the shadow of the cathedral, and talked long of the 
accident and of my own blighted prospects, and at 
length of the trial that was now going on in the court- 
house. I mentioned Thora, and said we had met her 
on the road in company with Hilda Paterson. Colin 
was fond of Thora, and talked of her with aflfection, 
notwithstanding his hatred of her father. 

"Ay, there again, there again, you see," said he. 
" What cares the lass though her father brings up Jack 
Paterson? It doesna make a bawbee's diflference in 
Thora*s liking for Jack's lass. Ah! there's good in 
Thora. She's a right good girl, my lad, and I war- 
rant she would do anything for them that are good 
wi her." 

As we sat there Captain Gordon joined us sooner 
than I expected, and I asked him how they had settled 
the oase. 

" Oh!" said he, " the trial hasn't begun yet; the hum- 
bug of a sheriff- clerk has sent us away till three 
o'clock." 
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" What like a joaan is the sheriffs clerk, sir ? '* asked 
Lothian. 

" I can't t^U you that, my man, for we never saw him," 
replied the skipper. " He has a clerk, who has also a 
clerk, and this last one is the only one we saw. Why, 
the Governor of Jamaica has not so many function- 
aries." 

Until three o'clock Captain Gordon went about the 
town with me — to the cathedral, where he examined 
the old Norman arches, the dim old epitaphs, and other 
relics of antiquity contained within these ancient 
temple walls. There were many other sights of curious 
interest to the captain about Kirkwall; for here were 
the decayed palaces of earls, the halls of old sea-kings, 
and thick- walled mansions of the lordly times — many 
of them degraded into hostelries and shops, but all of 
them showing something of the glories of old Orcadia. 
Thus we passed the time until three o'clock. 

In the evening, when I joined the Stromness party, 
I found Captain Abernethy exclaiming in indignant 
terms against the result of the triaL 

"I knew how it would go," he said; "but still I 
wanted just to show them what was what, ye see. Of 
course, it was as well they went through all the due 
forms. But only to think of Kinlay getting off so 
cleanly! I don't mind paying the fine. Jack — it has 
got you off going to jail — but, hang it, I don't like 
paying Kinlay's expenses." 

Kinlay had gained the casa Jack Paterson was 
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fined fifteen shillings and costs, or a fortnight in Kirk- 
wall jail. Abemethy had paid the fine on the spot. 
Carver, therefore, was throughout successful 

Not only had he gained in the assault case, but in 
the matter of the piloting he was equally fortunate. 
He was permitted to carry on his business in the St 
Magnus, and notices were posted up forthwith on the 
quays at Stromness to inform the inhabitants that 
Carver Kinlay of Crua Breck, in the parish of Sand- 
wick, was a duly certified pilot of Pomona. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

A FAMILY REMOVAL. 

I WAS one evening walking over the heathery braes 
of Lyndardy, in the direction of Stromness, with 
my sister Jessie. The soft breeze from across the sea 
played with her brown hair, which was bound by the 
silken snood usually worn by the Orkney girls. A scar- 
let bootie shawl covered her shoulders. In her hand she 
carried a basket filled with kitchen vegetables from 
the farm. As we walked our attention was directed to 
a number of fishing-boats putting out to sea, and to the 
slow and mournful song of the fishermen as they set 
out„with the creaking of their long oars keeping time 
to the music of their voices. Then the red mainsails 
were hoisted to catch the light breeze blowing over 
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from the region of the setting sun, and we stood and 
watched the boats. But presently, as I looked further 
down the hillside where we were, I saw the figure of a 
man leaning upon a low stone wall He was looking 
across to the wild headland of Hoy, where the red 
beetling cliffs reflected the sunlight. 

" Jessie," I said, " is that Captain Gordon standing 
down there?" 

Jessie turned her eyes in the direction I pointed, 
and her cheeks were flushed with the red light that 
fell upon them. 

"Oh, Halcro!" she exclaimed, 'Tve forgotten to 
bring the butter. We must go back to the farm." 

"Never mind, Jessie; TU run back for it," I said, 
though I would have been glad to see the captain 
again. 

She, however, made no objection, but let me go back 
to Lyndardy, while she continued her way towards 
Stromness. 

I had been gone something like a half-hour, and as 
I was returning, walking briskly over the heathery 
braes and skipping across the rippling bums, down the 
hillside in front of me I saw Jessie standing with 
Captain Gordon, and his arm was round her waist I 
stopped suddenly, wondering if I should proceed fur- 
ther and interrupt them. And now I understood how 
it was that Jessie had forgotten the butter, and how 
she had so calmly agreed to my going back to the farm. 
I seemed also to understand how it was that Captain 
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Qordon had spoken so much about my sister during 
our drive to EirkwalL And with these explanations 
in my mind I took my way homeward by a round- 
about patii along the difl^, and so passed unobserved, 
reaching Stromness just in time to see Jessie and the 
captain parting at the end of the town. 

On the following day the Lydia set sail. It pained 
us to see the vessel taken out of port by Carver Kin- 
lay; but when she had rounded the Ness, Jessie and I 
went up to the head of the cliffs and watched the 
white sails over the sea, until they became a mere 
speck on the far horizon. Then, as we were coming 
back, and I remarked the tears in Jessie's eyes, I 
learned what I had already partly guessed — that 
Captain Gordon had asked my sister to be his wife. 

Hard was the struggle that we had at home, after 
the first weeks of mourning and grief that followed 
the loss of my father and uncle. We had now no 
regular source of income, beyond the few shillings 
every week that my mother and sister earned by the 
straw -plaiting industry. This was work that was 
common in Orkney at that time; but the English hat- 
manufacturers, for whom the straw was plaited, were 
not always liberal in their payments, nor prompt; and 
it was only by very hard work that these few shillings 
could be earned. My father had been thrifty, and had 
saved some little money; but when we came to calcu- 
late the full measure of our resources, we discovered 
that several alterations would have to be made in oup 
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mode of living. Not the least important of these 
changes was the necessity of an early removal to 
Lyndardy. 

Lyndardy farm had been leased conjointly by my 
father and my uncle Mansie; and when there was no 
occasion for them to be out in the boat, the two men 
were in the habit of working together in the fields, as 
most of our neighbours worked. It was from Lyn- 
dardy that we were supplied with all our oatmeal, our 
eggs, cheese, butter, and vegetables. Fresh fish we 
could always procure in abundance from the sea and 
the lochs, and I was able sometimes to add to the 
general stock of provisions by the aid of my gun. 
The feathers and oil from the wild sea -fowl I shot 
were sold or bartered for other commodities; and the 
wool of the few sheep we kept, and the fiax we grew, 
were helpful in supplying us with clothing and other 
necessaries. 

It was not long after my father had " gone before " 
that we removed from the old house in the Anchor Close. 
Much of our famiUar furniture was sold* My boat, too, 
was disposed of. Many a heart-pang it cost us to leave 
the home at the water-side, but we all took kindly to 
the new life at the farm and its various duties. Jessie 
soon became skilled in the work of attending to the 
cows; and as for myself, I readily learned how to mend 
a gate, to dig potatoes, to look after the sheep, and 
even to follow the plough. Thus I busied myself until, 
in after-time, I was able to take to the sea. 
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When the warm weather came round, the boys and 
girls of Andrew Drever's school were dismissed for 
their holidays. Sometimes, when I saw some of them 
passing aloDg the cliffs with their climbing ropes over 
their arms, I confess I felt some twinge of regret that 
I was no longer a school-boy, and that my duties on 
the farm no longer permitted me to join in the plea- 
sures of a bird-catching expedition. My fowling-piece 
was now hung up in the bam, and few were my oppor- 
tunities of taking it down. What sport it would have 
afforded me had I been still a school-boy! 

On a certain fine morning, soon after the holidays 
commenced, I was very busily employed at the work of 
helping in our sheep-shearing — not that I myself ven- 
tured to handle the shears; my part in the business 
was simply to carry the wool into the loft, and to assist 
in bringing out the sheep from the pens as the shearers 
required them. My mother, who had been bom and 
brought up on Lyndardy farm, was, however, an expert 
hand at sheep -shearing, and I believe there was no 
other woman in the whole parish of Stromness who 
could do the work with such speed and neatness. 

I was admiring the skill with which she stripped 
a sheep of its fleece, and standing near her at the same 
time, with a black- faced ewe between my knees, ready 
to pass the animal to her when she was ready for it 
Letting the shorn ewe escape, she stood up and looked 
over the moorland in the direction of Stromness. 

"Hullo! here's some stranger coming up the brae," 
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she said, shading her eyes with her hand. " Who in 
the world can it be, Halcro? Surely it's no' the 
dominie?" 

But the dominie it was. He came up to where we 
were at work, and sat upon a heathery knoll near 
my mother, with whom he engaged in some ordinary- 
gossip. 

** But," said he, after a while, " it was Halcro himself 
that I came up to see." 

" Me! ** I said. " What can ye want to see me about, 
Mr. Drever?" 

"To tell you that-Tm to gang to Edinburgh," he 
replied. 

"To Edinburgh!" I exclaimed, wondering what his 
mission could be. 

" Ay, Halcro, I'm to be there for a few weeks, partly 
on pleasure and partly on business, concerning our 
auld friend Jarl Haffling. The museum folk there are 
anxious to have the viking's treasure, and I hae gotten 
permission to deal wi' them in the matter. I dinna 
ken what money they will gie me for the things; but, 
ye see, whatever it be, Halcro, a third part of it will 
come to Hercus and Bosson and yersel', to be divided 
among ye. Do ye agree to that? Will ye trust me to 
transact the business for ye?" 

"Oh, certainly, sir. But surely it's ower muckle 
trouble to put you to?" I said. 

"Trouble! Dinna think o' trouble, lad. Why, these 
auld coins and things hae been mair pleasure to me 
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than I can tell ; for, look ye, all the time I hae had the 
keeping o* them, I hae been studying them; and — and, 
Halero, I hae even written a little book about Jajcl 
HaflBing*8 grave, and I shouldna be surprised though 
that book be printed. Think o* that, lad! A book 
written by your ain dominie printed! Nay, nay, 
Halero, dinna speak o* trouble." 

"And what is being done about Tom Einlay, sir?" 
I asked. 

"Weel, as to that, ye see, the lad has broken the 
law by appropriating his part o* the treasure, and sell- 
ing it I can do nothing myseV, beyond stating the 
nature o* his offence. The law must tak* the matter 
into its own hands. Beyond a doubt it will do so; and 
ye'll see, Halero, that it was far better for you and the 
other two lads to put the viking's treasure into my 
hands, instead o* makin' fools o* yersels as Tom Kinlay 
has done." 

"I am sure, sir, I am perfectly satisfied," I said, 
" And now, Mr. Drever, I suppose you will wish me to 
give up my magic stone ? Must it go to Edinburgh with 
the rest?" 

"The talisman? Weel, I hadna thought that. Ye 
see, it isna worth muckle. No, I think ye needna send 
it now. But keep it wi* care, dinna lose it, just in case 
it is wanted. Of course I hae written about it in the 
book, and it may be claimed; but keep it for the pre- 
sent, Halero." 

The schoolmaster left me to continue my work, and 
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three days afterwards I heard that he had started for 
Edinburgh in a trading sloop that plied between Kirk- 
wall and Leith. 

He was absent in Scotland for nearly two months, 
and when he returned I received a message from him 
asking me to bring Willie Hercus and Robbie Rosson 
down to the school-house on a particular evening. He 
welcomed us with much affection, and during tea he 
related to us many of his experiences in Edinburgh. 
But his chief reason for having us with him on that 
evening was, as he said, to give us an account of his 
stewardship in regard to the viking's treasure. He had 
had several interviews with the authorities of the 
Antiquarian Museum, with whom he had finally left 
the curiosities, receiving in return a due share of 
money to be delivered in equal portions to the three 
of us. 

I believe that the Jarl Haffling's treasures may be 
seen to this day in the Antiquarian Museum of Edin- 
burgh; but I have seen only the catalogue, in which 
the curiosities are enumerated and described as having 
been found by some boys playing on the shore of 
Skaill Bay, Orkney. Be that as it may, the money 
brought back by Mr. Drever — which was greatly in 
excess of our expectations, and allowed to each of us 
a share much larger than Tom Kinlay had received 
from old Isaac— came as a great help not only to my 
mother, but also to the widow of Tom Hercus, to say 
nothing of Mrs. Rosson, whose rent had fallen so far 
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in arrear that she had been threatened with an evic- 
tion from her cottage, and was only saved by this 
timely assistance. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

A SUBTERRANEAN ADVENTURE. 

IT was little that I saw of my old school companions 
now that I had become a farm worker and spent 
my days in the fields. Sometimes, indeed, when I was 
tending my nibbling flock on the hillside, or driving 
them over to the distant pasture-land by the margin 
of the Loch of Harray, where the grass grew sweetest, 
I would chance to see Thora Kinlay on her way from 
Crua Breck to Stromness, and occasionally she would 
come to Lyndardy to see my sister Jessie. These were 
the summer days; but when the harvest season came 
round, and our crop of oats had to be gathered in, and, 
later still, our turnips stored away for the winter, 
I was then always busy with my work, and very 
seldom had opportunity of speaking with Thora, or of 
even seeing her from a distance. 

And yet I had often a wish to be near her, and to 
show her what kindness or sympathy a lad can show 
to a girl whom he believes to have but little happi- 
ness in life. For the treatment that Thora received 
at hex home was becoming day by day more severe. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A SUBTERRANEAN ADVENTURE. 197 

With Tom she of course had no pursuits in common; 
he treated her with harshness, and as much as possible 
she avoided him. Even Mrs. Kinlay seemed to regard 
her with very scant affection, and as the girl grew in 
years her position at • the farm became that of a ser- 
vant rather than of a daughter. As for Carver Kinlay 
himself, he seldom spoke a gentle word to body or 
beast, and Thora had no exception from his severity. 
His continued ill-treatment of her was, however, the 
more difficult to endure, since from simple abuse it 
often extended to actual brutality. She could never 
understand why her father and mother were so unkind 
to her, and to hear a few words of sympathy was 
always comforting. 

One day late in the autumn I was tending our sheep 
on the banks above the cliffs of Gaulton, lying on the 
soft green turf with my hands under my chin, looking 
dreamily across the sea towards the blue outline of hills 
on the Scotch coast. I had just finished reading the 
last pages of Robinson Crusoe, and the book had fallen 
from my hand. Like my sheep, I was languid with 
the heat of the noonday sun, and the sight of the ships 
and the whirling sea-gulls was refreshing to me. The 
sound of the waves down below on the rocks was 
soothing. Presently something dropped lightly on the 
grass before my eyes. It was a sprig of sweet-briar. 
I turned lazily and saw Thora standing by my side. 
Without speaking a word she sat down, and together 
we looked out upon the blue sea. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



198 THE PILOTS OP POMONA. 

We remained silent for several moments without 
greeting each other. But at last I said: 

"I was thinking maybe you'd be coming across to 
see me, Thora, one o' these bonnie days, now that we 
never meet at the school It was good o' ye to 
come." 

She turned to me with a smile, but I saw that her 
eyes were moistened with teara 

" What has gone wrong, Thora? " I continued. " Has 
Carver been ill-using you again?" 

" Yes, he's aye using me ill," she said, sobbing and 
wiping 4ier eyes. "I was in the garden just now, 
nipping some dead leaves from the briar-bush, when 
he came in at the gate. He never likes to see me 
among my flowers, and when he found me there he 
got into a passion, and walked over the beds, and 
kicked the plants about with his sea-boots. Then he 
ordered me away into the house, and said that if I 
wanted work to do, I might go and clean out the 
stable. I told him that was a man's work; not a las- 
sie's; and at that he took up a stick, and struck me 
with it across the back." And here she sobbed 
again. 

I did not speak, but I felt my blood run hot in 
indignation against Carver Kinlay. I would have 
liked to thrash him. 

" If I were a lad like you, Halcro," she continued, 
'* it's not long I would bide at Crua Breck. I would 
run away to sea. But what can a helpless lassie do? 
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Nobody has a good word to say for my father since 
the Curlew was lost, and — I canna help it — I hae just 
as great an ill-will at him as anybody else has." 

" They say that it was all through Carver that my 
father was drowned/' I said. 

"Tell me, Halcro, what was the quarrel between 
your father and mine? What way did it come about?" 

" Well, I canna tell ye the ins and outs o' it all, but 
my father had some secret about Carver, and Carver 
was aye afraid o' him. You see, Thora, folks say that 
when a man saves another from the sea, there's sure 
to be a quarrel between them. And my father saved 
Carver Kinlay — not, perhaps, from the sea, but he 
saved his life." 

"How was that, Halcro?" 

"It was when you were a bairn, Thora. A ship 
was wrecked here on the Gaulton rocks, and all your 
family were aboard. Your mother and Tom were 
picked up by the Curlew, but Carver and you werena 
found for some days after the wreck. My father 
found you both in a cave, down in the cliff, and if it 
hadna been for him, I suppose you wouldna be here 
now, Thora, to say that Carver had beaten you." 

" That's a strange thing you're telling me, Halcro. 
I never heard of it before. And what ship was it 
that was wrecked?" 

"The Undine:' 

"The Undine! I've seen that name on a box at 
Crua Breck that father keeps his money in. But tell 
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me all about it Did Captain Ericson tell you about 
the wreck?" 

"No. I only heard of it a week before he was 
drowned. It was Colin Lothian and my uncle Mansie 
that told it me. Auld Colin kens all about it, and 
more than he told to me.*' 

** Colin is a good old man, Halcro. When next I 
see him I will ask him to tell me what it was that he 
kept from you. Colin would keep nothing from me, 
I believe." 

" Maybe not. But listen, and I will give you the 
story as I heard it." 

Thora lay down on the grass, with her hands under 
her chin, and I proceeded to tell her of the wreck of 
the Undine. 

"Thank you, Halcro!" she said when I finished. 
" That is all very new to me. I remember nothing of 
being in that cave. How cold I must have been! But 
Carver was good to me then. I can almost forgive 
him for trampling over my flowers." 

Then, after a pause, she asked: "Have you ever 
been in that cave, Halcro? Where is it?" 

"Tve not been in it," I said; "but I ken where- 
about it is. Come and I will show you." 

And then I took her out to an abutting point of the 
headland, and indicated the position of the cavern 
behind a great rock that hid its entrance, a few feet 
above the high-tide mark. 

" Halcro, d*you think we could get down there and 
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see the cave?" she asked. "Where are your climbing- 
ropes?" 

" We can manage it, I think, if you'll try it with 
me, Thora," I said. 

"Ay will I try it. Do you think Tm afraid? " said 
she. 

Now, this adventure that Thora proposed was no 
small one, for the North Gaulton cliffs are amongst the 
wildest and most rugged in all Pomona, and they are 
very steep and dangerous to the climber. Yet Thora 
was a cool-headed girl, strong of foot and wrist, and 
very adventurous. I remember on one occasion, when 
several of us were bird-nesting together on the Black 
Craigs, she happened to get stranded on a comer of 
rock, and could not either return or get round the 
projecting point. I was watching her, and saw that 
she had the wrong foot foremost. Her position was 
extremely dangerous, for one false move would have 
sent her headlong to a frightful death. But, holding 
on with one hand, she coolly took a piece of oat-cake 
from her pocket, and munched it. Then with a dex- 
terous movement she changed her position, got safely 
round the point, and went onward. "Why, Thora, 
were you not feared for yoursel?'' I asked, when I 
got near her again. "If I'd been feared, Halcro, I 
wouldna be here now," she quietly replied. " I dare- 
say that; but what made ye think of eatin' the ban- 
nock when ye were in such danger?" and, said she, 
" Weel, I just thought I was needing it." 
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But with all Thora's daring I was too sensible of the 
dangers of the Gaulton Craigs to allow her to make 
the descent of an unfamiliar precipice without climb- 
ing-ropes, and when we had determined to explore the 
cave, I ran home for my lines and an old piece of tar- 
irope to use as a torch in case we should require a 
lighi 

Thora was anxious about my sheep possibly stray- 
ing in my absence, but I had a certain confidence in 
my flock, and assured her that as I had never known 
them to stray, there was little danger of them doing 
so now, especially as I had no dog to drive them over 
the banks. We accordingly left the sheep grazing or 
sleeping contentedly on the open braes, and proceeded 
on our adventure. 

One end of the rope was firmly secured round a 
jut of rock, so that the other extremity, when it was 
thrown over the brink, would fall as near as possible 
to the mouth of the cavern. I went down some dis- 
tance to see that all was right and easy, and then we 
made the descent together. 

Neither of us made much use of the rope, but it was 
there for Thora to take hold of if she should find that 
she could not get secure hold on the jags of rock for 
her feet and hands; and I kept close to her to aid her 
if need were. A stranger in Orkney might have mar- 
velled to see us, a lad and lass, climbing with such 
ease about the face of a precipice of nearly two hun- 
dred feet in height above the turbulent sea; but the 
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thing was simple enough to our practised hands and 
feet, and the regular layers and shelves of the old red 
sandstone afforded for the most part secure resting- 
places. As we got further down, the disturbed sea- 
birds fluttered and screamed around our heads, the 
boldest even offering to peck at our hands, but fearing 
to do so for all the clatter they made about it. Once 
a great gray brent-goose, with black head and staring 
eyes, approached Thora with a loud, harsh cry, and 
flapped its wide, outstretched wings against her. Thora 
took hold of the rope tightly with both hands, and 
placing her feet on a narrow ledge of rock, looked 
round and uttered a shrill, " Tr-r-r-r," frightening the 
bird away. 

When we got safely down to within a couple of 
fathoms of the surface of the clear water, we left the 
rope and made our way along a strip of flaggy gneiss, 
until we reached an immense boulder which had been 
detached from the main cliff. This great rock lay 
before the cavern in a way that, as we found, not only 
hid the entrance from view, but also— except, I sup- 
pose, in very stormy weather — ^prevented the sea from 
flowing in. I crept behind this barrier, holding Thora's 
hand, and we were soon at the mouth of the cave. 

A slanting ray of sunshine found its way within, 
illumining the great vaulted roof and the dripping 
stalactites, that looked like giant icicles hanging above 
us. We were able to walk or scramble over the rocks 
and shingle for a considerable distance. When we 
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passed into a part of the grotto where the darkness 
deepened, however, Thora began to show signs of 
timidity. She spoke of having heard about many an 
Orcadian who, in attempting to reach the innermost 
recesses of such caverns, had been taken possession of 
by the evil spirits that were commonly believed to 
inhabit these places; and the strangely-echoing sounds 
we heard were exaggerated in her imagination, and 
became to her as the weird voices of kelpies and water- 
nymphs. 

I endeavoured to allay her fears as I proceeded to 
strike a light, and reminded her of the magic stone 
that I had hanging at my neck; but still she was 
reluctant to go further. 

*' Take you the stone yourself then, Thora, if you're 
afraid," I said, as I took the cord from my neck. " It 
will keep you from danger." And I looped the cord 
over her head. 

Now Thora had an implicit faith in the virtues of 
that little stone, and when she felt it resting on her 
throat her fears were at once conquered. 

It took some trouble to light our torch, but with 
the help of some wool from my cap as tinder I set to 
work with flint and steel, and at last we got the tar- 
rope in a blaze. Thora took the torch in hand and 
picked her way over the rocky floor, exploring every 
nook and cranny of the cave. So rapidly did she 
skip from stone to stone and climb over the intervening 
boulders, that I frequently found it difficult to keep 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A SUBTERRANEAN ADVENTURE. 205 

up with her. We tried to find some traces of the 
wreck of the Undine, or of anyone having lived there, 
but we found nothing beyond a great heap of oyster- 
shells that had been thrown into one corner. But 
Carver Kinlay might very well have existed comfort- 
ably in this immense place, for, besides the dried fish 
that he was said to have found among the wreckage, 
there was a fine bed of oysters within easy reach of 
the entrance to the cave, and these shell-fish are good 
enough eating, I believe. How he managed to keep 
Thora alive for so long without other food was, how- 
ever, a thing I could with diflSculty understand, unless 
she fed upon the sea-birds* eggs. Thora, herself, re- 
membered nothing of having been in the cave before, 
but she was very anxious to reach its furthest limits, 
and, trusting to me to follow her, she went fearlessly 
onward. ^ 

Sometimes she would stoop to lift a stone, and 
would throw it in front of her to discover if there was 
a clear passage, for the light burned but dimly. Once 
when she did so the stone fell upon something that 
gave a peculiar hollow sound, as though some wooden 
box or barrel had been struck. I took little notice of 
this, for I was at the moment groping my way into a 
side chamber of the cave. I was feeling my way back 
towards the torch, when Thora called me to her as 
though she had made some new discovery. But as I 
hurried in the direction whence her voice sounded, I 
was startled by a loud and piercing scream which filled 
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the cavern and re-echoed through the empty corridors. 
For a moment I fancied it was the shrieking of some 
monster inhabitant of the cave, and was about to beat 
a retreat when I heard my name called again. 

"Halcro! Halcro! Help! help!" And then the 
whole place was in utter darkness, and I heard nothing 
but the dying echoes, and a strange purling of running 
water. 

I made my way as speedily as I could to where 1 
had last seen the lighted torch, and as I got further 
and further into the cave, the sound of running water 
grew more distinct, until I heard it just at my feet. 
It was not the singing ripple of a shallow rivulet, but 
the sonorous sound of a deep stream that, so far as I 
could make out, ran athwart the cavern. I went down 
on my knees and put my hand in the water to feel 
which direction it took, for I did not now doubt that 
my companion had fallen in, and was even now strug- 
gling somewhere in the dark water that was rushing 
past me. My first impulse was to throw myself into 
the stream and swim about until I found her, but this 
I considered would be vain, and I tried to first find 
where she was by getting her if possible to answer 
me. I called her several times by name, at the same 
time following, as well as I could in the darkness, the 
direction taken by the current. Oh, how I wished we 
had brought two torches instead of only the one that 
was now lost! 

As I crawled about from rock to rock, guiding my- 
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self by the indistinct sounds I heard, I blamed myself 
for not having listened to Thora's words of expressed 
fear at the opening of the cave. That she had the 
viking's stone in her possession was a matter of small 
comfort to me when I seriously reflected upon the 
extreme danger of the situation, and I feared that, in 
spite of the supernatural aid, she might even now be 
drowned, and that I would never again see her fair 
face in life. But I was determined not to leave the 
cave until I had found her, and, accordingly, I con- 
tinued the search with growing consternation. 

No response came to my constant cries of "Thora! 
Thora!" and I wandered hither and thither in the 
difficult darkness for what appeared to me fully an 
hour's time. I became hopeless, and even thought of 
trying to find my own way out of the cavern, that I 
might summon help from Crua Breck. But still I 
was urged by some inward feeling to go onward yet a 
little further. 

Passing at length round an abutting angle of ragged 
wall, I entered what appeared to be the extreme 
chamber of the cavern; and here my eyes were for a 
moment dazzled by the appearance of a bright though 
thin beam of golden sunlight, which shone from the 
west through a narrow fissure in the rock, and glit- 
tered upon the unruflSed surface of a large and deep 
pool of water. With renewed hope I again called 
Thora; but not far from where I was standing the 
water curled in a cascade over its rocky bed, so to 
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continue its subterranean course into the sea, and the 
noise it made in falling rendered my voice inaudible. 
The sight of that dark water gliding smoothly to the 
edge of rock, and there tumbling over into greater 
depths, seemed to tell me only too plainly what Thora's 
fate had been. 

I now began to despair of being able to escape into 
the outer air before the night came on; the changing 
hues of the stream of light that entered the cave 
already indicated the setting of the sun. But by the 
welcome help of such light as remained I carefully 
surveyed the chamber in which I stood. 

Just as I was giving a last look round, I observed a 
slight movement on the opposite edge of the stream. 
One hurried glance was enough, for there, not a dozen 
yards from me, was Thora, clinging with clasped hands 
to a large piece of rock, her long, fair hair touched by 
the fading crimson light and dangling in the stream, 
that rapidly passed her as though it would sweep her 
with it to some unknown destiny. She seemed totally 
unconscious of all that was going on around her, and 
I saw that her exhausted strength could not long 
sustain her in her perilous position. Even as I was 
thinking how best to reach her, I saw her hands sud- 
denly relax their hold upon the rock, and her helpless 
form floated slowly with the current towards the dark 
abyss beyond. Without hesitation I plunged into the 
stream. A few strong strokes brought me to her side, 
and with one hand I firmly grasped her by the arm. 
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Another second and we both would have been carried 
over the cataract, but the sense of our imminent danger 
gave me courage, and with a great effort of strength 
I swam with my burden to the side of the stream 
from which I had plunged, and eagerly clung to the 
rock until my strength was renewed. 

It was with considerable difficulty that I at last 
managed to raise myself and the girl from the water, 
and place her unconscious form upon a flat slab of 
rock. And now I endeavoured with such simple skill 
as I could command to restore her exhausted animation. 
This was a task I was little fitted for; but just as the 
last faint ray of light died away and left the cavern 
in darkness, I had the satisfaction of hearing her draw 
a deep breath and then utter my name. 

I found it no easy thing to carry her in my arms to 
the mouth of the cave, and many halts did I make by 
the way, trying to discover the light that should tell 
me that our peril was over. Before we had gone very 
far, however, she was conscious enough to help me in 
some sort, and by our united efforts we at length got 
so far on our right way as to come in sight of the light 
of day, and thereafter our journey was easy. The 
evening breeze that met us revived my companion 
considerably, and she was able to stand up and thank 
me in her girlish way for delivering her from her 
dangerous plight. 

When she was suflSciently recovered to speak, she 
told me how it was she had fallen into the water. She 
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bad found a large tarpaulin spread out as though it 
covered some hidden boxes, and, calling to me, she had 
tried to raise the tarpaulin to look beneath it But in 
standing up to do so she unfortunately missed her 
foothold on the slippery rock, and falling backward 
was plunged into the stream; and this was all that she 
knew, except that being swept along by the water and 
struggling to keep afloat she happened to touch a rock 
at the side, and had there held on until, as she had 
expected, I was able to help her. 

Having thus far got out of the cave, there remained 
yet the difficulty of climbing up the cliff in the twi- 
light. If I could get Thora as far as the rope, I felt 
that the rest would be comparatively easy. But she 
was very weak and cold, and I feared for the result. 
Fortunately, the shelf of rock along which we had to 
pass was sufficiently wide for us to walk along by 
clinging to the cliff. This was done with great care, 
and when the rope was reached I bound it several 
times round her waist and secured it firmly under her 
arms. Being assured that she was then quite safe in 
her position, I took hold of the higher part of the 
climbing-line and with its assistance scaled the crag. 

When I reached the top I gave Thora the signal, 
and by hauling the rope up with all my strength I 
helped her to ascend. It was a long time ere I felt 
sure that she was safe, but at last I heard her call out 
that she was all right, and I stretched my hand down 
to her. She ^ok bold of it, and I assisted her m^til 
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she stepped once more upon the soft turf, and then, 
still holding her hand, I led her home, deeply thankful 
that our adventure had ended without fatality. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

A FAMILY MISFORTUNE. 

I MUST now tell you what happened on that after- 
noon while I was away from my sheep, neglecting 
my work, and seeking useless adventure in the North 
Gaulton cave. But I must go back to record a con- 
versation that took place at Lyndardy on that same 
morning, so that you may understand the gravity of 
the misfortune which was the result of my neglect 

We were sitting over our early breakfast, my mother, 
Jessie, and I, discussing the family resources for the 
coming winter — a subject that had given us much 
anxiety since the death of my father and uncle. Our 
concern was intensified by the fact that our harvest 
had not turned out so fruitful as had been anticipated; 
for the oats were light in the grain and the potatoes 
diseased; and the expenses incurred for repairs and 
improvements on the farm, had well-nigh exhausted 
the ready money that had been left by my father or 
procured by the sale of the small boat and various 
articles of furniture from the old home. To make 
matters worse — and this it was that suggested the dis- 
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cussion — Jessie had been down in Stromness on the 
previous evening, and there ascertained that the price 
paid for straw-plaiting, which was never very high, 
was to be greatly reduced. 

" I'm sure we're ill enough off already without them 
cutting us down at such a rate," said my mother, as 
she took a sip of tea from her saucer. " If it had not 
been for what the dominie brought from Edinburgh 
for Hal's silver, we'd have been most hard pressed this 
while back. But what we're to do when the winter 
comes round, I dinna ken. It's certain we'll not have 
meal enough to serve us; and there's the rent to pay, 
and clothes to get, and nothing coming in at all." 

"Well, mother," said Jessie, "dinna take on so ill 
about it. We're not more hard pressed than our 
neighbours. Look at Janet Ross with all her bairns, 
and her rent owing for three terms; and auld Betty 
Matthew, at the Croft, who hasna a penny forbye what 
she gets at the kelp-buming. We have our two bonnie 
cows, and a score of good sheep, and all our hena" 

" Ay, we have all that," replied my mother. " But 
I'm thinking the sheep must be sold at Martinmas, or 
we'll not have much of a living for winter." 

" Then, if you sell the sheep, Halcro will need to go 
to the fishing," said Jessie. 

" He'll need to get work somewhere. The lad canna 
aye be idle; and there's nothing but the fishing for 
him, I doubt, if he doesna gang to the piloting with 
Carver Kinlay." 
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" No, not that," I said. " I'd rather burn kelp than 
have anything to do with him." 

So it was agreed that our sheep were to be sold, and 
that I must find work of some sort whereby to help 
the family. 

Now, in the afternoon, when they found I did not 
come back to tea, they surmised that I had already 
gone to look for employment at Kirkwall, and they 
waited impatiently for my return. After tea my 
mother went to the byre to attend to the cows, and 
Jessie stood for a long time at the door looking out for 
me. Seeing no sign of me, nor of the sheep, she walked 
in the direction of the North Hill, there to get a wider 
prospect. She looked towards every likely quarter, 
but the last place she thought of looking at was Kin- 
lay's clover field. There were some sheep grazing 
there, but Jessie never imagined that they were the 
sheep of Lyndardy; for what should take them into 
that forbidden pasture? And yet their number was 
remarkable. Yes, there were our twenty sheep, with 
our big cheviot in their midst, coolly enjoying them- 
selves in the fine clover grass that Carver was jealously 
reserving for the benefit of his own ewes. Without 
waiting to explain to herself the meaning of what she 
saw, or the reason of my being away from the sheep, 
Jessie hastened towards the clover field. As she ap- 
proached, however, something occurred that made her 
run with all speed. 

Suddenly there was a commotion among the sheep 
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and a noisy barking, for in their midst was Tom Kinlay 
with his great retriever dog. He chased the sheep into 
a comer of the inclosure, and proceeded to belabour 
them with a heavy stick. The cheviot, however, bolder 
than Tom had supposed, turned at bay, made a heavy 
rush at him, and butting him aside bounded over the 
low wall, followed by all the flock. Tom was soon on 
his feet, and with his dog he gave chase. One of the 
small Shetland ewes was overtaken, and disabled by 
a knock on the head. The other animals, led by the 
cheviot, were running madly towards the cliffs when 
Jessie, arriving on the scene, attempted to intercept 
them. But the dog was fleet of foot, and, encouraged 
by Tom's cries of "After them, good dog, after them!" 
continued the pursuit with high enjoyment. The 
cheviot, with the stupidity of its kind, saw not the 
danger to which it was hastening. Panic-stricken, it 
rushed towards a part of the cliffs known as the Lyre 
Geo, and no efforts of Jessie could divert its onward 
career. 

When Kinlay became conscious of what he had done 
he called back his dog. But as he watched the sheep 
bounding and leaping on in their mad course his ap- 
prehensions gave place to merriment; and when the 
cheviot, with a high spring into the air, went headlong 
over the precipice, followed by the smaller sheep, he 
burst forth into a flt of laughter loud and uncon- 
trolled. 

"You great brute, Tom Kinlay!" exclaimed Jessie 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A FAMILY MISFORTUNE. 215 

indignantly; "if Halcro had been here you would not 
have done this cruel thing." 

" Well," said Tom, " what for did the sheep go into 
our field, eating up all the clover? Halcro should have 
been minding them. It serves you right that the sheep 
have gone over the bank.' 

This, and more that I know not of, was said between 
them. But Jessie wasted no time in dispute. Her 
concern for the poor she6p was too great for idle dis- 
cussion. 

" Come away," she demanded, " and help to get the 
poor beasts from the water." 

"Get the sheep from the water yourself," returned 
Tom stubbornly; and whistling to his dog he went 
homeward as though nothing unusual had happened. 

On looking over the brink of the cliff Jessie found 
that it would be useless to attempt without assistance 
to recover any of the sheep. Two of them she saw 
floating out to sea, several of them lay apparently 
dead far down on the rocks. One had fallen on a 
projecting part of the cliff, and others, instead of jump- 
ing over the edge, had run down a narrow pathway, 
and, though not injured, stood in danger from the fact 
that they could neither proceed nor turn back without 
falling. 

Near as she was to Crua Breck, however, Jessie 
would not go thither to seek the help she needed. 
Hurrying towards the croft of Mouseland she saw two 
men at work in one of the fields, and they readily laid 
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down their spades and, after procuring a long rope, 
went back with her to the Lyre Geo. Before sunset they 
were able to recover the bodies of the animals that had 
fallen among the rocks, as well as to rescue the sheep 
that were still alive. 

This had all taken place before Thora and I had 
come up from the Gaulton Cave; and as we turned 
from the head of the cliff to go home a cart was passing 
along the moor conveying the dead and injured sheep 
to Lyndardy — the sheep which only a few hours before 
we had all so hopefully counted upon selling at Mar- 
tinmas. 

Sadly did we contemplate the poor remnant of the 
fiock, and guilty did I feel for having left the sheep 
unattended. At first my mother blamed me sorely for 
what I had done; but when we talked the matter over 
it seemed not so much my own fault in leaving the 
sheep (for that had been done many a time before), 
but Kinlay's neglect in leaving open the gate of the 
clover field, and Tom's inhuman conduct in driving the 
sheep over the cliff. 

I do not know how it fared with Thora when she 
reached Crua Breck, but I was not long in doubt as to 
the result of her immersion in the underground stream. 
The next morning I heard by accident that she was ill 
in bed. For many long weeks she lay weary and help- 
less, and it took all the skill of Dr. Linklater of Strom- 
ness to bring her round to health again. During this 
time I heard nothing of her, and much did I fear that 
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her illness was very serious. One thing that consoled 
me, however, was the thought that she had the viking's 
talisman in her keeping, for in the excitement of see- 
ing the cart passing with the dead sheep, I had entirely 
forgotten to ask her for the return of the stone, and 
she went into the house with it still suspended from 
her neck. I was confident that she would keep it in 
safety, and while she had it in her possession I felt that 
her recovery to health was assured. 



CHAPTER XXVIIL 

CAPTAIN FLETT OF THE "FALCON." 

THE unfortunate occurrence which deprived us of 
our little flock of sheep brought an increase of 
sorrow and hardship to our family, whose resources 
had already been so greatly impoverished; and when 
the gloomy winter days came on, with their biting 
frosts and keen cold winds, the prospects at Lyndardy 
grew as dull as the leaden clouds that hung in the sky. 
Our mother's woeful sighs were painful to my ears, 
while I felt how helpless I was to soften her sorrows. 
Sometimes, when I saw the tears in her eyes, I would 
silently wish for her sake that I was older and could 
do more towards filling my father's place. But work 
of the kind I was fitted for was scarce in Orkney. 
Had I been able to choose for myself I should have 
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been, like my father, a pilot. But the chain of circum- 
stances which had made this the vocation of my family 
for three generations was now broken. Carver Kinlay 
and his crew were having things all their own way, 
and in the meantime I was doing that most trying of 
all work — waiting and hoping for what seemed to 
become every day less probable. 

But I did not pass my hours in idleness. Whenever 
an outward-bound ship came into the harbour I sought 
her captain, and asked for a berth aboard. Sometimes 
I would even walk as far as Kirkwall to see if in that 
port I could get what was so difficult to procure in 
Stromness. 

One cold, wintry day, when the wind was blowing 
strong and cutting from the north, I found myself in 
Kirkwall. Walking along the wharf, looking down 
upon the decks of the vessels that lay against the old 
stone quay — brigs, barques, and schooners, some of 
them bound foreign, but most of them from Scotland 
— I came to a little coasting schooner that I had often 
seen in the harbour of Stromness. She was named the 
Falcon, I was looking down at the green copper plat- 
ing near her cutwater, when I heard a gruff but cheery 
voice calling out: 

"Hullo! there, young Ericson! Are ye not coming 
aboard, lad?" 

" Hello, Davie ! " I responded, jumping down upon the 
deck. "Here's a cold day for ye, eh?'* 

He was a little, thick-set man, with a rippled, 
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weather-beaten face. He wore a dirty, red, knitted 
cap, from which escaped a few curls of iron-gray hair. 
A short pea-jacket was closely buttoned over his chest, 
and a pair of immense sea-boots reached high above 
his knees. 

This was David Flett, the same jovial old mariner 
who, it will be remembered, warned me against the 
Jew on Stromness quay. 

He removed a short black pipe from his lips as I 
joined him near the companion-way. 

"Have ye walked from Stromness the day?" he 
asked. "Ay, lad, but yell be tired, I doubt. Come 
away below to the fire and warm yersel' " And he led 
the way down the ladder and into a close little cabin, 
where a rousing wood fire was burning under a good 
pot of potatoes. 

Captain Flett had spent most of his early days at 
the Greenland whale-fishing; but he had now settled 
down upon his own quarter-deck to make a comfortable 
living for himself by helping others; providing for the 
Orkney islanders, what they much needed, a market 
of exchange for their native commodities. 

The Falcon was called a cargo packet; but David 
Flett was a man of singular enterprise, and styled him- 
self a general merchant. He had, indeed, become quite 
an important trader in his own way by speculating in 
quantities of seemingly worthless goods, and reserving 
them until time gave him a chance of disposing of them 
at a profit. If a farmer in Ronaldsay told him he was 
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badly in want of a plough or a pony the skipper would 
speedily find a farmer in another island who had a 
plough or a pony to sell, and l^ thus bringing buyer 
and seller together he made himself a friend to both. 
Nothing was out of Flett*s way. He had a genius for 
commerce. He would buy an old anchor or a piece of 
sailcloth from someone in want of ready money, and 
keep them in the hold of his schooner till he could find 
a customer in some skipper whose anchor had been 
slipped or whose sails were in need of repair. I believe 
he made it his business to find out exactly what every 
person in Orkney was most in need of, and straightway 
to set about getting it. A Hoy crofter once said to his 
master (whether in jest or earnest I know not): 

" Eh, sir, but Flett's a wonderf u' man. I thought I 
had met wi' a sore misfortune, twa months syne, when 
I lost both my cow and my wife over the clifis; but I 
went to Davie, and he has gotten me a far better cow 
and a far bonnier wife." 

David Flett's habits were well known to me, and on 
seeing the good man's genial face I at once thought of 
a way in which he could be of service to me. It is 
always well to have a friend in court. Why should 
he not be asked to get me a berth on one of the out- 
going ships? 

" Tak' a seat, now," said he, as he placed a stool for 
me in a warm corner of the cabin. " Tak* a seat and 
tell us a' that's passing in Stromness this while back, 
and then we'll get something to eat.'' 
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While he was asking questions and listening to my 
replies, I quietly observed the miscellaneous contents 
of the cabin. A curious place it was — ^half cabin 
and half shop. From the ceiling hung many hams 
and pieces of bacon, smoked geese, pots and pans, 
bundles of tallow candles, and strings of onions. On 
two shelves nailed athwart the compartment were rows 
of canisters containing coffee, tea, rice, and other 
luxuries and necessaries, besides bottles of drugs, bars 
of soap, squares of salt, and other articles of commerce, 
to be retailed to customers in the remote islands 

Presently a seaman, who was addressed as Jerry, 
came below and took the potatoes from the fire, while 
the skipper drew a small table to the middle of the 
floor and set it ready for dinner. The potatoes were 
placed in a large dish in the centre of the table where 
we could all reach them, and a joint of corned beef 
was added, with plenty of oat-cakes, cheese, and salt 
butter. 

When all was ready for the meal the mate appeared, 
from I know not where, and took his seat opposite the 
skipper, and I drew my stool between them, while the 
man Jerry sat nearer the fire on an upturned cask. 

The mate, whose name was Peter Brown, was a red- 
faced little man with a nose that had a decided list to 
the starboard, very untidy in his dress, and given a bit 
to swearing, but a real good sort of fellow, as I after- 
wards found, and a capital seaman. He had served in 
English ships in the Baltic trade, but getting knocked 
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about in a storm rounding Cape Wrath, breaking his 
arm and his nose, he had been put ashore at Kirkwall, 
where he had met with Captain Flett and joined the 
Falcon, thirteen years before this time. 

"And now, my lad," said Flett, blowing a hot potato 
that he held in his homy hand, " what brings ye all the 
way to Kirkwall on a cold day like this? Ye didna 
tell us that.' 

" Well, captain," I said, looking down at my platter 
and wondering how I could eat its plentiful contents, 
himgry though I was, " I just sauntered along to see if 
I could get some work. My mother's sorely needin* 
help now, ye ken, since father was drowned, and I 
maun be doing something." 

" Ay, ye*re right there, lad ; y e're right there. But 
what kind o' work were ye seekin'?" 

"I carena what it be, if it's just work," I replied. 
"But I was thinkin' I'd go in one o' the Kirkwall 
ships if there was one wantin' a lad." 

" Weel, that's just most amazing!" exclaimed Flett, 
dipping his hand into the dish and bringing forth 
another steaming potato. " For oor lad. Jack, has 
taken a strange misliking to the Falcon, and run 
away to a bigger ship. Jerry," he asked, turning to 
the seaman, " did ye hear ony thing o' young Jack this 
momin'?" 

" Ay," said Jerry. " He sailed yestreen in the Foam- 
ing Wave, the lazy rascal." 

"We'll need a lad in his place then," said Peter. 
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"Could Ericson come aboard when we're round in 
Stromness?" 

" Ye see, Ericson," said the skipper, looking kindly 
at me and casting another slice of meat on my platter, 
" Ye see the Falcon's but a wee slip o' a craft, con 
siderin'. But maybe ye'd get along wi* us weel enough 
till a better offers. So, if ye like, Jerry here'll make 
up a bunk to ye, and Til see that your mother, puir 
soul, doesna want for onything. Sandy Ericson was 
a good man, as everybody kens, and his widow maun 
be cared for." 

Now this unexpected offer of employment was a 
thing that I had reason to be very grateful for, as I 
did not neglect to show. While wishing, with true 
Orcadian love of the sea, to sail for foreign countries 
in one of the large vessels I had so often seen in the 
haven of Stromness, I yet believed that there was no 
place in all the world like the Orkney Islands — no 
cliffs so high, no sea so blue, no homes so dear — and 
this new possibility of sailing with Davie Flett in the 
Falcon among our own islands was more agreeable to 
me, since it would not necessitate any very long 
absence from my home, three weeks or a month being 
the usual extent of the voyage. Before I left the 
schooner that afternoon, therefore, the matter was 
fully arranged. The Falcon was to be round in 
Stromness Bay in a few days' time, and I was then to 
join her. 

Passing through Finstowii on my way home, I wo? 
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overtaken by Oliver Gray's man in the inn gig. He 
gave me a lift as far as Stenness, and thence I hurried 
to Lyndardy to tell my mother the joyful news. 

For the next few days, whilst my mother and Jessie 
were occupied with the business of providing some 
warm clothing for me, for use on the cold nights at 
sea, and in other ways preparing for my leaving, 
I sought to add to our stock of winter provisions by 
a free use of my gun. The eider-ducks, or dunter 
geese, as we call them in Orkney, are always plentiful 
in the winter time, and valuable not only for their 
flesh, but also for their rich downy feathers, and I 
managed to procure a good number of these. Over 
at the fresh- water loch of Harray, too, several teals 
and sheldrakes were taken. And then, when my sport 
was over, I hung up my gun in its place in the warm 
byre, believing that I was now a maa 

So passed the time pleasantly and profitably until, 
much to my satisfaction, the good ship Falcon arrived 
in the bay and dropped anchor oS the jetty 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

IN WHICH THE "FALCON" SETS SAIL. 

IT was on a gray, wintry Saturday morning that we 
set sail on my first Orcadian voyage. I had, you 
may be sure, been up at an early hour, helping to load 
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the little vessel with its miscellaneous cargo, to be 
carried to the many indolent island ports at which 
our skipper purposed calling. We were ready by 
about eight o'clock, when I was sent ashore along with 
Jerry to get two or three letters from the postmaster 
that had been waiting two weeks for the Falcon, to be 
taken to some of the outlying islands; for the schooner, 
in addition to her regular work, also carried the Queen's 
mails. Then, aboard again, we weighed anchor, the 
harbour was cleared, and we dropped below the Look- 
out Hill into the Sound. 

It was a bitter cold morning, but my excitement on 
being outward bound on my first trip was enough to 
keep me warm, and I paced the deck proudly as we 
passed slowly into the broken water. Over the brown 
slopes of Graerasay the late-rising sun struggled sleepily 
to penetrate a dreamy haze; but soon his warmth had 
strength to melt the white hoar-frost from our rig- 
ging, and with a brisk breeze and an outflowing tide 
we slipped through the Sound, dipping and rising as 
we met the swelling waves of the outer sea. Then 
the great headland of Hoy loomed into sight, its yellow 
and red cliffs gleaming across the water as if sunshine 
always bathed them. 

From the deck, as we sailed blithely along, I watched 
the billows rolling landward and dashing upon the 
hard rocks, resounding with thunderous noise among 
the hollow chasms. I was unwilling to go below 
before we had passed beyond the sight of Stromness 
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but when we were abreast of the Black Craigs I thought 
I would go down and have a drop of hot coffee. I had 
no sooner got into the cabin, however, when, what with 
the pitching of the schooner and the smell of the 
cheese and bacon and other things, I began to feel a 
sickening, so I went on deck again and busied myself 
as best I could, though the skipper had told me he 
would not expect me to do any work until I got my 
sea-legs. 

I soon fell into my simple duties, which were the 
more easy to me since my acquaintance with ships and 
sailors in Stromness had given me some slight know- 
ledge of the routine work of a small craft. Whenever 
the schooner was brought round on a new tack I was 
ready to lend a hand with the ropea I helped to keep 
trim the deck, and even had the proud task of taking 
my trick at the tiller. When I was well enough to 
venture below I had the duty of preparing the meals, 
with the help of Jerry, who was man-of-all-work. But 
this was not until we had been out some days. 

On the first day I did little but hang about on deck, 
or sit on the weather gunwale with Captain Flett. 
The old man was very kind to me, and even put his 
pipe away lest the smell of the smoke should make me 
feel sick. One time, when we were so sitting together, 
I noticed an eagle rise from a ravine in St. John's 
Head, and we watched the bird sailing backward and 
forward on steady outstretched wing and finally dis- 
appear amid the shadows of the Red Glen. This 
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suggested a long talk about the eagles that inhabited 
the solitudes of Hoy Island, and the skipper told many 
a thrilling story of his own adventures in search of 
eagles* nests in the time when rich rewards were offered 
for every eagle killed. 

At mid-day the Falcon was abreast of the Old Man 
of Hoy — a curious isolated pinnacle of rock some five 
hundred feet in height standing out in the sea — and 
before the time of sunset we rounded Bora Head and 
entered a beautiful sheltered bay with a fine stretch 
of sloping beach, beyond which, on the brown moor, 
about a dozen tiny houses could be seen snugly nestling 
together beside a fiowing stream that had its source 
away up amongst the hills. 

This was Rackwick, one of the chief hamlets of 
Hoy; and when the schooner was brought well inshore 
the anchor was dropped. The captain then ordered 
Jerry to blow the horn to announce our arrival to the 
inhabitants far and near. Jerry thereupon took the 
fog-horn and blew it till the noise resounded and 
echoed for miles around. Then we all went below to 
a meal of good Orkney herrings and hot tea 

The meal was just finished, and the men were light- 
ing their pipes, when a boat from the shore was brought 
alongside — a heavy, clumsy boat with great square 
oars pulled by two burly crofters. 

When I went on deck with the skipper I found that 
our arrival at Rackwick had been expected for some 
tima 
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" Man, Davie," interrogated one of the crofters in a 
broad Orkney dialect, " where has thoo been wander- 
ing sae lang? They was expecting thee mair than a 
twa week syne. Was thoo thinking o' starving us all ?" 

''Starving you, Tarn?" returned Flett. "Nay, nay, 
lad, we'll see ye dinna starve. Come aboard, lad, and 
let's know what you're needing. We have everything 
you can want, from a needle to an anchor. So just 
name it and you'll get it." 

"We're needing none o* your anchors," said the 
crofter in a matter-of-fact tone as he climbed up the 
schooner's side, " but I just mind now, Mary Seater 
lost her last needle a week syne, and we have but twa 
needles in all Rackwick, so thoo'd better gie us a 
penny's worth." 

Captain Flett told me to get the slate and pencil 
from below, and as the crofter gave his orders for the 
articles required I wrote these down under the initial 
item, "Needles, Id" 

When all the necessaries were brought together, 
they formed a goodly pile of merchandise in the boat. 
Here were bags of potatoes and of meal, a few loaves 
of bread, some tin cans and crockery, pieces of cloth, 
and coils of rope and small parcels of groceries. I 
went ashore in the boat to help the two men to un- 
load her, and when this was done there was the work 
of bringing back to the Falcon what things were to be 
exported or given in exchange for goods received. 

When the last load was brought on board some 
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ingenuity was required to strike a just balance in the 
accounts, for in this primitive community actual money, 
though well appreciated, was of less consequence than 
money's worth, and the system of barter which Captain 
Flett necessarily adopted was very difficult of adjust- 
ment. However, my schooling was of some service to 
him in striking a balance, and at nightfall the business 
was agreeably settled. 

The next day was the Sabbath, and in the morning 
Captain Flett appeared on deck dressed in his finest 
clothes of blue cloth, and wearing a very respectable 
soft felt hat over his neatly-brushed hair. The mate, 
Jerry, and I were also apparelled in our Sunday best 
After breakfast we went ashore in the dinghey, and 
the four of us made our way in a body up to the 
Manse. 

The room in which service was held was barely 
large enough to admit so great an addition to its weekly 
congregation, but we were permitted to take front 
seats near the chair occupied by the minister, who 
thus was able not only to exchange occasional civilities 
with the captain, but also to help himself to a frequent 
pinch from the old man's snuff-box. 

I remember I thought the service extremely weari- 
some, and I soon grew tired of listening to the doc- 
trinal discourse that was given for our benefit. I 
found diversion in looking through a little window 
behind the minister, and in observing the curious con- 
tortions which were given to a cow browsing on the 
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heath outside whenever the animal passed a certain 
round knot in the glass. 

Captain Flett remained ashore with the minister for 
the rest of the day; and in the afternoon, when Peter 
was asleep in his bunk, Jerry and I left the schooner 
and went for a walk across the hills. The weather 
was not very inviting, for the wind blew in cold, 
cutting gusts from the north-west, and there was little 
of interest to be seen on the bleak, treeless waste. The 
coast-line of Scotland was bidden in mist, and even the 
crown of the Ward Hill was covered by the low-lying 
clouds. There would be little, indeed, to tell of this 
walk were it not for an adventure that we encoun- 
tered. 

We had got round into the Bed Glen, and were 
resting on a great gray boulder. Everything was so 
quiet in the shelter of the hills that even the birds 
seemed to recognize that it was Sunday. Not a living 
thing was to be seen or a sound to be heard, except the 
soughing of the wind and the trickling of a burn down 
the hillsida Presently a loud screech rent the air, 
and a large eagle swooped swiftly above us, carrying 
in its talons a rabbit or other small animal. Flying 
in gradually narrowing circles, the bird at last alighted 
among some rocks on the opposite side of the valley. 
We ran as speedily as we could to where the eagle 
had dropped. To our disappointment, however, the 
bird took wing and hovered high in the air, but 
without its victim. Continuing our way in search of 
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the rabbit we saw a very curious sight. In the midst 
of a number of loose stones someone bad set a trap, 
but had evidently neglected it This neglect would 
have been bard on any animals that might have been 
taken, as their probable fate would be death by star- 
vatioa But what was probable did not happen in 
this case. When we reached the trap we found in it 
a fine golden eagle, alive and in splendid condition. 
Around him lay the remains — the well- picked bones — 
of some twenty rabbits and as many grouse which his 
mate had brought, and so saved him from a lingering 
death. 

The captive eagle, with its great beak dripping with 
the rabbits' blood, flashed its bright round eyes and 
ruffled its feathers as Jerry picked up a large stone 
and prepared to dash it at the bird's head. Quick as 
might be, I arrested his uplifted arm. 

"0, Jerry!" I pleaded; "dinna kill him, man. We 
have not so many eagles as that Give the bird his 
liberty." 

Jerry dropped the stone, and looked at me with a 
kindly smile. 

" Well, Ericson," he said, " you're maybe right. A 
dead eagle isna much good after all. We'll let the 
bird fly." 

Whilst Jerry attracted the attention of the eagle 
forward I went behind, and, taking my knife from my 
pocket, I was proceeding to open the jaws of the trap, 
when Jerry exclaimed, "Look out! look out aft!" and 
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before I understood his warning, I was thrown bodily 
forward by a tremendous blow on my back. The first 
eagle had watched our proceedings whUe on the wing, 
and had flown to her mate's assistance, alighting on 
my back, at the same time burying her talons in my 
woollen muffler. In my fall, however, I liberated the 
captive eagle, which hopped about lamely for a while, 
and then giving a kind of guttural chuckle, flapped 
his wide wings, and rose gracefully into the air. 

Jerry rushed forward to rescue me from the peck- 
ing beak of my assailant. Fortunately the female 
bird, in her eagerness to follow her mate, did not 
show fight when Jerry belaboured her with his stick, 
but disentangled her daws from my muffler; at the 
same time, giving me some severe scratches. Then 
she took to flight in pursuit of her companion, and 
soon the pair of birds were seen sailing side by side 
far up among the leaden clouds. 

I was not seriously injured, and, so far from regret- 
ting that we had not been victorious in the encounter, 
we were pleased at being the means of restoring the 
captive bird to its noble mate. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

AN ORCADIAN VOYAGE. 

SHORTLY after midnight, when I lay comfortably 
in my bunk, I was awakened by hearing the 
anchor scraping and thumping against the schooner's 
bow; then there was a hauling of ropes on deck and a 
creaking of timbers as the sails were run up, and I 
fell to sleep again before we had got out beyond the 
shelter of the coast. 

When I got up in the morning and went on deck, 
the island of Hoy lay far to windward like a bank of 
mist upon the sea. We were far out on the broad 
Pentland Firth, plunging about on the rough water, 
with our main -sail double-reefed, and the flying-jib 
pulling away like to split itself in the wind. I enjoyed 
it all for a time; but when I went below to help Jerry 
to get ready some breakfast for the skipper, the smell 
of the coffee and the frying bacon overcame me, and I 
was forced to go back to my bunk, where I remained 
for the rest of the day helplessly sea-sick. 

The next morning, feeling better, I went up to get 
a breath of fresh air, and found that we were hemmed 
in by a thick white mist that crept round us, and 
rendered it diflScult for Jerry, who was on the look- 
out at the bow, to determine our course. We were 
making for South Ronaldsay, and had been beating 
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about all night, making very little headway; and 
when the mist lifted before noon, it was discovered 
that we had been driven down by the current, and 
had come nigh to running into the black rocks of 
Stroma Island Here, where two strong streams met 
with terrific force, the turbulent water whirled about 
with wild irregular motion, and we were swept now 
one way, now another, until it seemed useless to fight 
against the current that controlled us. We were, in 
fact, in the midst of that dangerous vortex locally 
known as the Swelkie. Those who know the secrets 
of the ocean currents of the northern seas have their 
own scientific explanations to give; but our native 
boatmen and sailors, who were not so well acquainted 
with the eccentricities of the Gulf -stream as with the 
popular legends of Orkney, accounted for the Swelkie 
in this way: — 

A certain King Fr(5di had a magical quern, or hand- 
mill, called Grotti, the largest quern ever known in 
Denmark. Now Grotti, which ground either gold or 
peace for King Fr6di as he willed, was stolen by a 
sea-king named Mysing, who set the mill to grind 
white salt for his ships. But it happened that Mysing 
had only learned the spell to set the mill going, and 
knew not how to stop it His ships, therefore, became 
so full of salt that they sank, and Grotti with them, 
before they could reach the islands of Orkney; hence 
the Swelkie. This took place to the north-west of 
Stroma Island, and ever since these a there has not 
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rested, for as the water falls through the eye of the 
quern, it roars and rushes about, and the quern goes 
on grinding and grinding salt, and giving its saltness 
to the whole ocean. 

The mist having lifted, Captain Flett had a reef or 
two let out, and himself took the helm until he got us 
into calmer water, when we luffed to the windward and 
headed for South Ronaldsay, with a stiff breeze spring- 
ing up that gave us a clear sea-way to get past the 
Lother Reef, when we sailed steadily through a lesser 
rush of tide across a quiet, landlocked sea, into the 
little haven of Burwick, where in the gathering dark- 
ness the chain went rattling down, and we came to a 
restful anchorage. 

But our stay at Burwick was not for long, as we 
had lost much time in the outer sea, and the skipper 
wanted to get round to St. Margaret's Hope. No 
sooner had we put a boat-load of goods ashore than we 
set sail again. And now that we were in smoother 
water, I was not allowed to shirk my watch, but had 
to spend the better part of the night on deck. 

A little after midnight we were sailing under easy 
sail through the dark Sound of Hoxa. I was at the 
helm, the mate walking the deck in front of me. The 
night was extremely cold, and some light flakes of 
snow were falling. I had difficulty in making out 
the points of land as we passed, but Jerry was at the 
bow, and I depended upon him and Peter for my 
steering. Just as we were abreast of Stanger Head, 
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on the little island of Flotta, I thought I saw a small 
vessel creeping along, well inshore. I drew the mate's 
attention to it, and he was denying me, when a bright 
flash of light was seen, followed by a loud report, as 
of a small piece of ordnance. Peering through the 
darkness, we could distinguish the sails of a large 
cutter, which was now bearing down upon us. 

" It's the ClasperJ' said Jerry, coming aft. 

"Confound him!" said the mate. "Does she take 
us for a smuggler? " 

From these words I at once understood the meaning 
of the shot that had been fired; the revenue-cutter 
had evidently mistaken the Falcon for one of the 
famous smuggling craft of Scapa Flow. 

We were at once hauled round, and a boat from the 
Clasper came alongside. A sprightly young lieutenant 
climbed over our starboard bulwarks, followed by a 
sailor who carried a large lantern. This the oflScer took 
from him, and coming aft to where we all three stood, 
he held the light aloft peering into our faces. 

By this time our skipper came up from the cabin, 
rubbing his sleepy eyes. 

"What's all the row, Peter?" said he. 

" Ah ! Flett, it's you, eh ? " said the lieutenant politely. 
" I'm sorry to trouble you on such a cold night; I did 
not recognize your schooner in the dark. But we 
have strict orders, you know. There's a lot of it going 
on, and we must search you. A mere matter of form, 
of course. You won't object? " 
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" Nay, I don't object, Mr. Fox. Search away," said 
David, turning to go below. 

A hurried search was made accordingly, but nothing 
suggesting contraband traflSc being discovered, the 
revenue men went away perfectly satisfied, the lieu- 
tenant wishing us a good-night, and requesting us to 
keep the affair a secret when we arrived in Stromness. 

Early on the next day we touched at St. Margaret's 
Hope — one of the chief fishing stations of Orkney — 
and our course thereafter lay along the eastern shores 
of the Mainland. Long and dreary was the passage 
northward from Ronaldsay to Stronsay. The cold, 
frosty winds and weary, dark nights, made the long 
watches on deck difficult to endure; but when my 
turn was over, and I could get below to the fire, I 
generally forgot about the hardships, and began to 
think that life at sea was really not unpleasant. Cap- 
tain Flett tried to make my position comfortable and 
my work agreeable, and sometimes when I was on 
deck with him at night, he would remain by me smok- 
ing, and make the time pass lightly by telling me of 
his early experiences in the Dundee whaling ships; or 
more often he would instruct me in seamanship, and 
teach me regarding the tides and channels of Orkney. 

Thus during this voyage among the islands was the 
weariness of many a night-watch relieved. There was 
something to be told of almost every place at which 
the Falcon touched. Often the talk would turn upon 
the subject of wrecks, and of the wreckers who in- 
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habited the storm-swept islands, and were not above 
welcoming a shipwreck for the sake of the valuable 
spoil they might procure. Anchored off a little port 
in Sanday, David told me of a minister who, while pro- 
fessing to deplore the frequency of shipwrecks on the 
coast, ended a prayer by saying: "Nevertheless, if it 
please Thee to cause helpless ships to be cast on the 
shore, oh, dinna forget the poor island of Sanday/* 

We pursued our tortuous course as far north as a 
place called Pierowall, in the island of Westray; when 
we found that there was need to continue the voyage 
still further to Fair Isle, a little island that lies about 
midway between Orkney and Shetland, for the people 
in that place, we heard, had got short of winter provi- 
sions, and our skipper would not hear of returning 
until he had supplied the deficiency. 

The weather became boisterous as we entered the 
open sea again, and I had my first experience of really 
rough sailing. For two days the schooner tossed upon 
the great white-crested waves which dashed against her 
bows, broke in snowy foam upon the deck, and glistened 
on oil-skin and sou'- wester. The wind whistled with 
piteous noise among the ropes, and frequent showers 
of hail and sleet added to our discomfort. 

On the third day after leaving the Orkneys we 
sighted Fair Isle, looming faintly through a mist of 
snow, far to starboard. With diflBculty we tacked to 
windward, for the north-east wind had driven us con- 
siderabljr out of our course. Darkness came on at 
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about three o'clock in the afternoon in these latitudes, 
and we wanted to make the harbour in daylight. But 
though the wind fell, the snow and mist came on so 
thickly that we quite lost sight of the island, and in 
our diflSculty a terrible thing happened. 

We were all hands on deck, and sailing close-hauled 
with a good stretch of canvas set. I was at the helm, 
and the skipper standing near me. Jerry and the 
mate were nailing some boards on the companion-hatch 
to keep out the snow from the cabin. Suddenly the 
schooner gave a great lurch and fell off* the wind. The 
main-sail flapped wildly for a moment, and as we luffed 
again we went over with a list that swung the boom 
back with such force that the ropes that held it were 
slipped, and the spar struck the skipper a blow upon 
the shoulder that sent him headlong overboard into 
the sea. 

Jerry and the mate saw the accident, and while I 
still held the tiller hard a-port, they at once got out 
the boat. Jerry and Peter each took an oar and rowed 
quickly astern to where Captain Flett was swimming. 

It will be easily understood that, left to myself, I 
could not manage the schooner with much skill; for, in 
the first place, I could not without help bring the sails 
over on the other tack, and in the second I could not 
well leave the helm. Indeed, I had the greatest diflB- 
culty in hauling the vessel round, and before I suc- 
ceeded in doing anything beyond simply putting the 
helm a-port, the driving snow had surrounded me in 
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its mist, and I lost sight of the boat I could see it 
nowhere. I called aloud, but the wind whistling in 
the ropes overpowered my voice. I left the tiller and 
got the fog-horn. But, alas! I had never practised blow- 
ing that instrument, and try as I would, I could get no 
more than a feeble grunt out of it. Thicker and thicker 
grew the mist, and the snow fell in numerous and 
heavy flakes. Darkness came on, and still never a boat 
could I see, never a sound could I hear but the cease- 
less swish of the snow and the soughing of the wind. 
The schooner pitched and rolled helplessly on the 
waves, and I was in terror lest the sails should split 
in their mad flapping. I tried to secure the heavy 
boom that had been the cause of this mischief, and 
after a long struggle with it I succeeded. Then I went 
below and lighted the lamps, and having fixed them 
in their places so that they might be seen from the 
boat I made another attempt to bring the vessel round 
on the starboard tack and keep her to the windward. 

All through that long dark night I beat about on the 
rough sea with the snow driving cold and sharp upon 
me, and the waves breaking on the deck. I was tired 
and sleepy after a hard day's work, yet I could not 
think of this, nor of my hunger and my cold hands 
and feet. My only object now was to recover my 
messmates, and as the night wore on without my 
seeing any sign of them, I grew utterly hopeless, for 
they were without food and far from land, and God 
alone knew what had become of them. From my 
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despair at the probable fate of the boat, however, I 
gradually realized the fact that my own condition was 
not without peril. Here was I, a slip of a lad, alone 
and helpless, out in the open sea, in a schooner that 
three men could only with diflSculty manage. I had 
but small skill in seamanship. I knew almost nothing 
of my whereabouts, and, added to these disadvantages, 
I had the physical discomforts to endure of fatigue, 
hunger, and cold. 

At about nine o'clock I went below to get something 
to eat. The fire was out, so I could not make any 
coffee; but there was a bottle of spirits in the locker, 
and fancying this might do me good I, for the first 
time in my life, drank some. I at once felt much 
warmer, and I took half a glassful with some water 
and drank it with the oat-cake and cold bacon that I 
ate. Going on deck again, I felt much more com- 
fortable; but the spirits that had warmed my vitals 
soon had an effect upon me that I had not counted 
upon. My eyesight became hazy, and I felt terribly 
sleepy — so sleepy that I could not remain at the helm 
for fear of falling into a slumber at my post. So 
I tied up the tiller, and, for the rest of the night, 
walked the deck, only altering the schooner's course 
when I thought that she was being driven too far from 
the spot where the boat had put off 

All the night through I peered over the dark sea, 
and at intervals raised my voice, in the faint hope of 
coming across the boat. But for all the look-out that 

(660) Q 
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I kept, never a boat could I see; and for all my shout- 
ing, never a response to my cries could I hear. What- 
ever had become of the skipper — whether he had been 
picked up or was drowned — the mate and Jerry were 
gone, and I, the youngest of the crew, was left alone 
on the Falcon to bring her back to port, if haply I 
was not taken by her across the dreary waste of ocean 
to some terrible and unknown destiny. 



CHAPTER XXXL 

AN AJEtCTIC WAIF. 

WHES the dim light of dawn fell upon the sea 
I looked over the gray waters through the tele- 
scope. The mist had faded away, and the snow had 
ceased to fall. A fresh breeze from the low east 
brought a faint glimmer of sunshine with it. But 
though I searched the horizon, and the wide interven- 
ing space of sea, yet could I discover nothing of the 
boat, and Fair Isle was nowhere to be seen. Look- 
ing for that island — which I knew to be the nearest 
land — I remembered the islanders and thought how 
little chance there now remained of the Falcon ren- 
dering them assistance in their need of provisions. I 
saw no possibility of reaching Fair Isle; for, as I had 
seen it on the previous day, it appeared but a small rock; 
and being out of all my reckoning, and, as I supposed 
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a considerable distance to leeward, I did not think it 
wise to waste much time in the vain effort to reach the 
island, the exact position of which I was ignorant of. I 
might have beat about for two or three days, perhaps, 
without sighting it, and yet I knew not what other 
land to make for. The wind, which was now blowing 
east -south -east, was unfavourable in an attempt to 
make for the Orkneys. The only alternative that I 
could see, therefore, was to head the schooner round 
on the port tack and bear northward to the Shetlands. 
I went below to look at the chart to determine my 
position and the course I should take; and, to prepare 
myself for diflBculties I foresaw, I lighted a fire and 
made myself some coffee and cooked some bacon for 
breakfast When I had eaten a good meal and warmed 
myself, a drowsiness came over me again, and I threw 
myself on the skipper's bed to rest for a little while. I 
must have slept very soundly; for when I awoke the 
fire was out, and I saw by the chronometer that it was 
nearly eleven o'clock. But my sleep had done me great 
good, and I hurried on deck and looked round. The 
schooner was labouring aimlessly for the want of the 
helm to guide her and keep her on her course; but 
soon I brought her to again and she went scudding 
along bravely. I made no doubt that at the rate she 
was sailing I should sight Sumburgh Head early the 
next morning. What troubled me most was that she 
appeared to be making a good deal of leeway. This 
was my one danger, for if I should be taken so much 
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to leeward as to miss the southern point of the Shet- 
land Mainland, then I should lose my chance of making 
Lerwick. Thus I might possibly be driven northward 
beyond the islands, and so find myself in a worse plight 
than if I had tried to regain the Orkneys. 

The sight of a few fishing-smacks on the far east 
inspired me with renewed hope. They were making 
north, but they were too far away for me to signal 
them. As a precaution, however, I hoisted a signal of 
distress in case any passing ship should see the Falcon 
whilst I was below or asleep at any time. But this 
was of no avail as it happened, for all the rest of that 
day I saw not another sail. 

The next night was spent in weariness on deck, with 
a cold rain falling. I managed to keep awake without 
much difiiculty, for I did not take any more spirits, 
but had a can of hot coffee beside me at the tiller, and 
went below several times to keep the fire alight and 
the kettle on the boil. At about midnight I saw a 
ship's light to windward, but it soon dropped below 
the horizon. It showed me that I was still on the sea- 
track between Orkney and Shetland, and I kept a 
sharp look-out towards morning for the Sumburgh 
light. 

Day broke with a haze over the water and a cloudy 
sky. The wind shifted to the north-east, bringing 
snow. At mid-day the wind was due north, and several 
inches of snow lay on the schooner's deck. I boiled 
some potatoes for my dinner, and thought that I had 
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something to be thankful for in having a good store 
of provisions on board. I was beginning to think that 
I should need them, for I had not yet sighted the land. 

Again the night came, and still I had seen no more 
sails. I had seen no land. The rays of the Sumburgh 
light never reached the poor Falcon, I felt that I was 
drifting to westward, being carried away in the grip 
of one of those mysterious ocean currents that are the 
terror of the northern latitudes. 

On the fourth day of my lonely voyage I was op- 
pressed by a deep sense of the danger of my situation. 
I realized that I had missed the Shetlands; that I 
could now do no more than abandon myself to the will 
of the wind, and trust to falling in with some vessel 
that might be making for the Faroe Islands or for 
Iceland. If I had had a companion to take watch about 
with me I might have gpt along fairly well; but with 
my hard work of trimming the sails, and battling with 
the fitful winds, I could not do without sleep, and 
during my hours of sleep the schooner always fell off 
her course, and I could make no reckoning. 

Day followed day, and my situation underwent no 
visible change, excepting only that the temperature be- 
came ever colder and colder, that the snow fell more 
constantly, and that the mist hemmed me in more 
closely. Sometimes at mid-day the mist would lift and 
I saw around me the great wide stretch of desolate sea, 
with an ice-floe floating here and there. On one such 
occasion I fancied I saw land on the windward bow, 
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a white mountainous peak rose high in air, and, not 
knowing where I might be, I took it to be one of the 
jokulls of Iceland. But, alas! it proved to be but an 
immense iceberg. 

In my solitude I naturally thought much of my home, 
now so far away, and of my dear mother and sister, 
and their prayers for my safety. For their sakes I 
dreaded to think that I might never return to them 
again. 

I thought, too, of Thora, and wondered many times 
if she was better, or if her illness had taken her away. 
I had before found comfort in the thought that she 
was protected by the viking's stone. But, probably, 
I now needed its mystic help even more than she. 

One afternoon — I think it must have been about the 
twentieth day of my loneliness — I had been asleep for 
some three hours, and in a kind of waking dream I 
saw a strange vague vision. A number of persons, 
whose faces I could not rightly discern, were in a large 
room. Amongst them was Thora, looking more beauti- 
ful than I had ever seen her in my life, and she stood 
pointing with an accusing finger at her brother Tom, 
at whose feet there crouched a lean dog, snarling at 
him. 

I was awakened from my half-sleep by the noise of 
a crackling and scraping of ice upon the schooner's 
sides. I had seen many floating pieces of ice during 
the past few days, but this, from the noise it made, 
seemed to be an unusually large piece. I feared it 
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might even be an iceberg, and I hastened up on deck. 

I shall never forget the sight that greeted me. 

The whole sky was aglow with the light of the 
aurora borealis — or the Merry Dancers, as we call the 
phenomenon in Orkney. A beautiful crimson curtain, 
fringed with flickering streamers, spanned the northern 
sky. From east to west there passed a succession of 
trembling waves of light, many coloured, from faint 
rQse to palest yellow and delicate green. A heavy 
cloud of inky blackness hung high above, and from 
its upper margin rays of fiery light flashed far across 
the sky, casting their reflections upon the sea. Two 
ghostly icebergs, floating about a mile apart, reared 
their snowy peaks on high, and in the channel between 
them — most welcome sight of all — there sailed a ship. 

The vessel's sails were hanging stiff about the spars 
and her timbers were coated with ice and snow. 1 
steered the schooner towards her, and we slowly ap- 
proached. When I was near enough I hailed her and 
waited, listening for an answer to my call. No answer 
came. A feeling of awe crept over me. There was 
something strangely desolate about her. No hand 
seemed to be guiding her helm. Not a man was to be 
seen on her snow-covered decks. She sailed aimlessly 
along, as though all on board had ceased to care when 
or how she reached her destination. 

I brought the schooner close in to the stranger's 
side until we touched, and then I got the large boat- 
hook out and fixed it in her chains. None of the ship's 
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crew appeared to have remarked my approach. What 
could they be doing? Perhaps, I thought, they were 
all below decks. I climbed upon the Falcon's gunwale 
and looked through an open port-hole into the vessel's 
after-cabin. I saw there a man seated at a table, with 
his back towards me, apparently writing. 

"Hello in there! D'ye keep no watch aboard?" I 
cried. 

He appeared not to hear me, but held the pen in his 
hand as though in deep meditation. 

I clambered up the vessel's side and got over the 
quarter-rail, taking with me the end of a stout rope with 
which to secure the two ships together. The snow was 
deep on the stranger's decks, and bore no trace of foot- 
steps. All was quiet. I crossed over to the companion- 
ladder, and found my way down to the door of the 
cabin. I knocked with my knuckles, but no voice 
answered, and I went withia The man still sat at the 
table, without turning at my entrance. The atmo- 
sphere was cold and musty; there was no fire in the 
stove, although yet another man sat crouched before 
it. I went behind the man at the table and touched 
him on the shoulder. 

"D'ye not hear me, sir?" I said. "Are ye deaf? or 
what has gone wrong?" 

He did not move. 

I looked down into his face. "Heavens!" I ex- 
claimed, drawing back in horror at the grim sighi 
What did it mean? I made bold to look again, though 
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I felt myself trembling. A green damp mould covered 
his cheek and forehead, and hung in a ghastly fringe 
over his open eyes. The man was a frozen corpse! 

Terrified at the sight, I fled up the stairs with my 
heart wildly beating. Regaining the deck I looked 
about me, but there was no sign of life anywhere on 
the ship. Afraid to make any further search, I clam- 
bered down into the Falcon and rushed below. I cast 
myself before the fire, trembling and unable to realize 
anything for the mortal fear that was upon me. I 
tried to forget the sight of that face of death, with its 
horribly grim and mouldy features, but it haunted me 
with terrible clearness. 

I roused up my fire and made some strong tea, and, 
drinking it, I wondered why I had not thought of 
pushing off the schooner from this death-ship. It was 
now growing dark, and the thought of spending a 
whole night alone in the near presence of dead men, 
whose ghosts, for all I knew, might visit me, filled my 
mind with strange and awful fancies. Even the sound 
of the wind whispering in the ropes struck me with 
nervous fear. But the drink of tea and what little I ate 
helped to revive my spirits, and gradually my sense of 
awe was overcome by a curiosity that came upon me 
— a curiosity to go aboard the vessel again and dis- 
cover something more of her singular condition. 

It was now wearing on towards night and I trimmed 
my lamps. Lighting a small lantern, I carried it with 
me on deck. I made the two vessels still more secure 
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by means of a hawser rope, and then went aboard the 
barqua As I began to climb up her side I was con- 
scious that she seemed to be deeper in the water than 
she had been when I came alongside of her, but the 
discovery did not at the moment trouble me. I car- 
ried my lantern across her quarter-deck, and with 
timid steps again descended into the after-cabin. The 
lantern shed a ghostly light upon the figure of the man 
at the table. I walked round to the opposite side from 
that at which he sat and turned the light upon his 
face. His long beard was overgrown with the same 
green mould that hung over his glassy blue eyes, and 
yet there was a look of life about his features. I 
chanced to look at the ink-pot in front of him. A little 
black dust was all that it contained. Then I had a 
wish to see what he had been writing in his log-book. 
I drew the volume towards me and turned it that I 
might read. The words were in English; they seemed 
to have been written by a cold and trembling hand. 
The last lines on the open page were in themselves a 
revelation. They were as follows: — 

" It ia now seventeen days since we were shut up in 
the ice. The fire went out yesterday, and our captain 
has since tried to light it again. His wife died this 
morning. There is no more hope" 

I pondered over these words for some time, trying 
to realize their sad meaning. " There is no more hope!" 
How long since had that sentence been written? How 
long had the ice imprisoned this vessel in its cold^ 
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hard grip? I turned back a few pages in search of 
some recorded date, and found thig entry: — 

" New- Year's Day, 1831 : — The ice still closing in on 
us. Opened last hag of biscuits. Murray died this 
morning" 

So long ago! the year 1831! and now it was the 
year 1844! The ship, then, had been lost for thirteen 
years! 

I turned the light upon the man crouching over the 
stove. His features, like those of his companion, were 
covered with green mould, and his beard was fringed 
with the same grim mildew. 

Taking my lantern I went through into the state- 
room, and there I found the body of a woman laid 
upon a bed. Her features were still fresh and lifelike, 
but her black hair was powdered with the damp green 
growth. Before her a young man was seated on the 
floor, holding a flint in one hand and a steel in the 
other. A few sticks of hard wood were piled up in 
front of him. I could but surmise that these were the 
captain and his wife. 

From the state-room I turned into the pantry. Not 
a sign of provisions of any sort could I discover, either 
here or in any other part of the ship. The galley 
fireplace was empty of fuel, a few pieces of charred 
wood were the only remains of a fire. Before leaving 
the ship I went forward into the fore-cabin. A dog 
was stretched out as though asleep at the foot of the 
ladder, and several sailors lay in their hammocka They 
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also were reposing in the sleep ,of death. They all 
appeared to have died very peacefully; but whether 
from the want of food alone or, as I have since thought 
possible, from want of air, being shut up in the heart 
of an iceberg, I had no means of knowing. 

I did not further continue my search of the vessel 
that night, but went on board the Falcon, feeling sick 
and nervous. I could eat nothing; but having taken 
a drink of hot coffee, I sat before a good fire, thinking 
over what I had just seen, and planning what I 
should do. 

If any one of those poor men could, in his dire need, 
have had a drink of my coffee, or a spoonful of the 
good porridge I had made but could not myself eat, 
heavens! how he would have relished it! Here was I, 
with a schooner well loaded with provisions. Some 
strange fate had brought me to this ship. But all that 
I could have supplied was useless to the sufferers now. 
They had perished of starvation and cold, and my food 
and fire were of no avail, for I had come thirteen years 
too late! 



CHAPTER XXXIL 

THE LAST OF THE "PILGRIM." 

I COULD sleep but little during that long and 
wearying night. Terrible thoughts haunted me 
— thoughts of my own peril and loneliness, thoughts of 
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the dead men that I had seen. Before daybreak I was 
on deck, and in the dim light I noticed that the ice 
which had been so scattered over the sea for the past 
few days had almost disappeared. At daylight, look- 
ing overboard at the hull of the dread ship alongside, 
I observed two things. The first was that we were 
drifting perceptibly southward; this was satisfactory. 
The second was that the larger vessel had sunk at 
least a couple of inches deeper in the water; this was 
alarming. 

Now that it was daylight I was able to read the 
ship's name at her stern, though I had first to knock 
away a quantity of ice and snow from above the 
letters. I found that she was the Pilgrim of Bristol. 
I had before perceived that she was not a whaler, nor 
did she appear to have been fitted out for an Arctic 
voyage. I marvelled much what had brought her to 
these seas, and whither she had been bound, and what 
her cargo was. More than all did I wonder what I 
was to do with her. Here was I, placed by strange 
circumstances in command of two vessels, a schooner 
and a barque, and without the power or skill to take 
either of them into port — not knowing, indeed, where 
a port could be found. Had Davie Flett, Peter, and 
Jerry still been with me on the Falcon, we might have 
taken the Pilgrim to Stromness; we might also have 
given to her crew, or what remained of them, the 
decent burial for which they had waited so long. But, 
as things stood, I should have been thankful if I could 
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have simply foreseen the possibility of getting out of 
my position of difficulty, regardless of either vessel. 
The sight of those dead bodies on the Pilgrim had 
made me utterly downcast. Their terrible fate had 
suggested to me the uncertainty of my own. 

When I had taken some breakfast I again went 
aboard the Pilgrim. I discovered that her cargo con- 
sisted for the most part of sulphur. Now, sulphur I 
knew to be a product of Iceland, and I judged from 
this that the ship had touched at that northern 
island. 

I went into the chart-room. A couple of charts 
were spread out on a couch. One of them was a chart 
of the north of Scotland, including the Orkney and 
Shetland Islands; the second was a continuation of the 
first, and gave the whole coast of Iceland and the sea 
beyond as high as the seventy-seventh degree of north 
latitude. The ship's course was clearly traced upon 
the charts in lines of red ink, and, following it, I could 
see that the PUgrvm (sailing, I suppose, from Bristol 
or some other English port) had rounded Cape Wrath 
and gone in at Kirkwall, in the Orkneys; thence the 
course was continued in a regular zigzag northward 
to a port on the north of Iceland, and then due east, as 
though she had been making for Scandinavia. But 
here the line became broken and irregular, and swept 
round suddenly to the far north-west, as though the 
vessel had been carried away by some adverse current 
or contrary wind away into the Arctic seas. Here^ 
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then, I had a rough sort of explanation of the Pilgrim's 
voyage. 

I was leaving the captain's room, taking the charts 
with me, when, on giving a last look round, I noticed 
a sleeping-berth curtained off by a plaid shawl. I 
drew the curtain aside, and saw something sparkling. 
It was a beautiful diamond ring that encircled one of 
the fingers of a man*s thin white hand. The hand was 
clasped over some small object that I did not see. 
Turning down a heavy fur rug that covered the man's 
dead body I noticed that his clothing, his appearance 
generally, were not those of a seaman. He had a long, 
silky, brown beard, and a very handsome face, which, 
however, was marred by an ugly scar on the brow. I 
judged him to be about thirty-five years old. Lying 
on his breast was a thick note- book, which, on opening 
the pages, I found to be filled with writing in a foreign 
language. 

Turning from the bed-place I was again attracted by 
the man's sparkling ring. I gently opened the hand 
and drew the ring from the thin finger, and as I did so 
a small gold locket dropped from the hand. It con- 
tained the painted portrait of a very beautiful girl with 
fair hair and fine blue eyea I looked in strange ad- 
miration at the face. It had probably been the last 
object the dead man had seen. With a feeling of rever- 
ence I put the locket back into his hand. But with 
feelings that were less reverent I placed the diamond 
ring on my own finger, and took possession of the note- 
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book. These, with the charts and the log-book of the 
man in the after-cabin, I carried on board the Falcon. 

That afternoon I chanced to look overboard at the 
PilgrimJs water-line. She had sunk at least three 
more inches. I felt that, whatever happened to myself 
and the schooner, the Pilgrim at least would never 
again reach port, and I determined to save from the 
vessel what articles might be of use to me in case I 
should be able to return to land. I therefore went on 
board again and took possession of the ship's papers, 
some fire-arms and cabin furniture, a number of Eng- 
lish books, and a small chest that I found in the cap- 
tain's room. 

The wind had fallen almost to a dead calm very soon 
after I had come alongside the Pilgrim, and I had 
thus been able to keep the two vessels together with- 
out any difficulty. But that afternoon as I sat before 
my fire reading a book on navigation — that part of it 
relating to the art of taking an observation on the sun, 
moon, and stars — the schooner listed over to larboard, 
as though the wind had caught her sails. I rushed up 
on deck and found that a strong breeze was blowing 
from the north-west, and was filling the sails of both 
vessels. The Pilgrim, indeed, was sailing with con- 
siderable speed, dragging the schooner along with her. 
I ran forward and cast off the rope that held us to- 
gether. Not too soon, for the barque was leaning over 
on her port side and visibly settling down. As speedily 
as I could I trimmed the schooner's sails and got her 
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free. She took the wind bravely, and I left the Pilr 
grim to leeward. I watched her struggling on the 
gradually rising waves as she tossed about aimlessly 
for the space of about half an hour. Then I saw her 
bows dip deep into the water and her stern rise high, 
while, with a heavy plunge and a^ surging sound that 
came to me like a melancholy groan, she disappeared, 
carrying her lifeless crew with her to that tomb for 
which they had waited so long. 



CHAPTER XXXIII 

THE LIGHT IN THE GAULTON CAVK 

THE favourable breeze from the north-west continued 
with little variation for several days after the 
foundering of the Pilgrim, and I kept the schooner on 
the one tack, sailing before the wind, with the tiller 
often tied up for many hours together without my 
needing to touch it. I contrived, after many failures, 
to take an observation on the second day, for the sky 
was then clear, and I had all the necessary appliances 
excepting only the skill to use the quadrant with a 
seaman's confidence. I made out that I was to the 
north-west of the Faroe Islands, and I made no doubt 
that I should sight one of that group in the course 
of that same day or the day after. But such was not 
to be my good luck. For eight full days and nights 
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I kept on the same course, with a dull, leaden sky 
above and a mist creeping over the sea, and never a 
bit of land could I discover, nor any light, whether of 
beacon or of ship. On the twelfth day after the sink- 
ing of the Pilgrim, however, I saw, to my great joy, 
a strip of land on the south-eastern horizon. I had 
not the slightest notion whether it belonged to the 
Faroe or to the Shetland islands, but I fancied it might 
be the latter. It was a small island with a high rocky 
coast, and a vast number of sea-fowl flying about and 
above it. 

I was some six miles from the island when I noticed 
a brown-sailed fishing-smack bearing out towards me. 
As the boat came near enough I hailed it Two men 
were aboard, and they answered me in good Orkney 
dialect They dropped alongside of the Falcon, and I 
threw them a rope's end. My first question was to ask 
them the name of this island. What joy it was to me 
to hear once more a human voice, to see a fresh and 
rosy face! 

" It's the Fair Isle," said one of them. " We thought 
you was lost. Where have you been, my lad, all this 
while past since Davie Flett fell owerboard?" 

"What!" I asked, "did Davie come ashore?" 

"Ay, did he," said the fisherman; "he was picked up 
by his own boat, and they brought him ashore here the 
next morning. We sent three luggers out to seek you 
yourself, when we heard that you were aboard the 
Falcon alone, but they could find you nowhere.' 
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The men brought their boat astern and came aboard. 
I asked them further about Captain Flett, and learned 
that he, with the mate and Jerry, had only the evening 
before gone back to Orkney in a Kirkwall fishing 
sloop. 

The two Fair Islanders then helped me to take the 
Falcon into their small landlocked haven, where, hav- 
ing supplied the good people with an abundance of . 
provisions, I engaged the services of three fishermen 
to help me with the schooner back to Stromness, and 
on the morning following we set sail. 

It was well that I got this timely assistance, and 
that I was not suffered to remain any longer alone on 
the Falcon, for on leaving Fair Isle we encountered 
boisterous weather. For two days we were tossed 
about on the great, white-crested waves of the open 
sea, and frequent showers of hail and sleet added to 
our discomfort. The storm abated somewhat as the 
rocky shores of Pomona hove in sight, and soon the 
familiar bay of Skaill and the cliffs of my native parish 
sea-board showed me that the voyage was approaching 
a welcome end. 

It was evening when the schooner passed abreast of 
the rocks of Yeskenaby, and now I watched eagerly 
for the light in the windows of Lynedardy farm. As 
I looked landward, however, I observed something 
through the growing darkness that excited consider- 
able wonder in my mind. Low down in the North 
Gaulton cliffs I noticed a peculiar hazy light. Pre- 
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sently it grew brighter and developed into a flickering 
flame, and then disappeared. The light was not seen 
by any of my crew; but from its position I judged 
that it proceeded from a torch which someone was 
using in that cave in the cliff" wherein Thora and I had 
met with our adventure some weeks before. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

COLIN LOTHIAN MAKES AN ACCUSATION. 

TTT^EN I went ashore at Stromness I found that 
» » Captain Flett, who had landed in Orkney three 
or four days before me, had not yet come over from 
Kirkwall; so next morning I paid off my three Fair 
Islanders, who went over by land to Kirkwall, in- 
tending to return to their home by the sloop that had 
brought my skipper and shipmates. 

I saw the schooner safely moored in the bay, with 
her cabin door locked and her hatchway closed, and 
then went up home to Lynedardy. My mother and 
Jessie had already heard that the Falcon had come 
into the harbour: they gave me a very warm welcome 
from this my first voyage, and listened with interest 
and surprise to the things I had to tell them. 

On my way through the town the following morn- 
ing I chanced to meet my old schoolmaster, who walked 
along with me as far as the quay. He had two things 
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that he wished to tell me: the one bemg that his writ- 
ten account of Jarl Haffling's remains had been read 
before the Society of Antiquaries in Edinburgh, and 
was to be printed in the Society's Transactions; the 
other matter being that proceedings were, he believed, 
very soon to be taken against Tom Kinlay for having 
appropriated a part of the viking's treasure. When we 
had spoken of these matters, there was much for me to 
tell the dominie; but as it was too cold for us to stand 
on the quay, I took him with me aboard the schooner, 
where I had some advice to ask him regarding my course 
in reporting the loss of the Pilgrim to the underwriters. 
Seated in the cabin I told him my adventure, and 
showed him all the books and papers I had taken from 
the barque before she went down. He gave me what 
simple instruction I required, and offered to help me 
in preparing my report for Lloyd's agent With this 
purpose in view I permitted Mr. Drever to take the 
log-book ashore with him, as well as the little chest 
that I had taken from the captain's room on board the 
Pilgrirru 

I was pushing off from the pier, having put the 
dominie ashore, when I heard myself called, and there, 
at the head of the pier, stood my skipper, Davie Flett, 
newly arrived from Kirkwall. How thankful I was 
to see his familiar stumpy figure again I need not say 

He was coming down towards me when Carver Kin- 
lay accosted him, and kept him in conversation. But 1 
approached the two men, taking Flett by the hand. 
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He gave little notice to me beyond a very ordinary 
greeting; but I saw by his eyes that he was glad 
enough to see me, only that he probably had some 
business to talk over with the pilot. I stood by them, 
wishing they would be done. 

"And how's business in the islands, Davie?" said 
Kinlay in an off-hand tone. 

" Fairly weel ! fairly weel ! " said the captain. " Noth- 
ing to complain o', ye ken." 

" Ay, I see ' " said Carver; " no sae weel but ye might 
do better, eh? I*m thinkin', Davie, ye need to open 
up a new line o' business among the crofters." 

*' Ah! and what business is that, pilot? " asked Flett. 

" Oh, I dinna just ken that, but ye canna aye sail 
on the same tack. Now, supposin', for instance, ye 
were to start something in the liquor line. Ye have 
grand facilities for that, have ye not?" 

" rU not deny that I have the facilities," observed 
Flett, with a curious twinkle in his eye. " But ye see, 
pilot, there's no demand for liquor in the islands. 
What for would I tak' spirits to the crofters when the 
poor folk canna more than pay for their bannocks?" 

"Why, man alive, ye can surely make a demand? 
Just carry a good supply of spirits in yer schooner, 
and I warrant ye'll do a grand trade." 

"Ye're maybe no far wrang there," said Davie 
thoughtfully. "But then, there's another diflBculty, 
pilot; where will the spirits come from?" 

" Why, man," said Kinlay, lowering his voice, " that's 
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just the simplest part o* the whole business. Think 
ye that no whisky comes into Stromness forbye what 
gangs to Oliver Gray's? Why, man, if it came to 
that, I could undertake to supply ye mysel* on the 
most easy terms." 

"Ay, like enough," returned Flett, with a look in 
his face that Carver did not observe. " Like enough — 
excise paid, of course?" 

"Oh! we needna say anything about the excise, 
Davie," said the pilot, looking uneasy. " What does*t 
matter about the excise?" 

Davie Flett quietly stroked his bristly chin, saying: 

"Weel, Carver Kinlay, it*s the first time I have 
heard of a pilot having a hand in that business. But, 
no doubt, a pilot has grand facilities. However that 
may be, l*m not sure that the Orkney crofters would 
welcome such a new line of business. Anyway, I have 
more respect for the crofters and for their poor families 
than to think of starting such a damnable traffic; nor 
am I in the least disposed to turn a schooner of mine 
into a floating grog-shop. Good morning, pilot!" 

Kinlay winced visibly under this taunting speech of 
the trading captain. Evidently he had mistaken his 
man in supposing that Flett would descend to his own 
level, and aid in promoting the nefarious traffic he 
suggested. Davie Fletts intimate knowledge of the 
Orcadians, and the nature of his commerce with them, 
would certainly have made it easy for him to do a 
considerable retail trade. But, as I well knew, the 
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skipper of the Falcon had systematically avoided in- 
cluding spirits in his stock of marketable commodities. 
Though himself no enemy to an occasional dram on a 
cold night, he knew too well the evil effects that would 
probably follow the introduction of strong drink 
among the innocent islanders, who, for the most part, 
had the greatest diflSculty in gaining a simple liveli- 
hood. Even apart from his moral scruples, Davie Flett 
had excellent reasons for rejecting Kinlay's singular 
proposal 

One thing that I gathered from this conversation 
was the suspicion that Carver, who had often posed as 
a very innocent man, was, either directly or indirectly, 
in league with the smugglers of Scapa Flow. That 
could be the only way in which he could obtain spirits 
or other illicit goods at a lower rate than through the 
ordinary channels of commerce; and the pilot's evasion 
of the question regarding excise almost confirmed my 
suspicions. 

Kinlay walked slowly away, and when he had dis- 
appeared, Davie Flett turned round to me with open 
arms as though he would embrace me. 

" Halcro, my lad," said he, " I am real glad to see 
you. Thank the Lord ye*re safe!" 

"I might say the same to you, captain," said L 
"How were ye rescued, and where are Peter and 
Jerry?" 

" Petei; and Jerry are at Oliver Gray's," he answered. 
" Come, let us join them. As for mysel*, why, there's 
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nothing much to tell. I was picked up by the boat 
ten minutes after I dropped owerboard. We searched 
about for you all night. But ye mind what a mist 
was ower the sea. It was no wonder w€ lost sight of 
the schooner. But ye*re safe, and that's a blessing." 

The skipper then began to ask me a multitude of 
questions concerning the behaviour of the schooner. 
But we were now passing through the narrow street 
and I was interrupted; for we overtook old Colin 
Lothian, the wandering beggar, who was trudging along 
over the frost-covered stones with his dog at his heels. 

" Weel, Colin, auld crony," exclaimed the skipper as 
we came alongside the old man, "you're aye travelling. 
Think you we're to have some more snow?" 

" Nay, captain, I dinna think it; the wind's ower high 
for that," the wanderer replied, looking up at the dull 
sky above Gray's signboard. 

" Then if it isna snow it'll be a night o' hard frost," 
said the skipper. " Will ye come in and take some- 
thing to warm ye, Colin?" And Colin silently com- 
plied. 

Entering the inn we found a goodly number of men 
gathered round the cosy stove with steaming glasses 
before them. Most of them were men of Pomona; 
but I noticed also a young man who sat somewhat 
apart from the rest, and in him, despite the absence 
of naval uniform, I had little diflSculty in recognizing 
Lieutenant Fox of the Cldsper, who had boarded the 
Falcon some weeks before in the Sound of Hoxa. 
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Then, too, there were Peter and Jerry, both of whom 
welcomed me with many words of kindness, and made 
room for me beside them. 

Captain Flett ordered Oliver to bring in a glass of 
hot rum for himself, and two mugs of coffee for Lothian 
and me; and we had not been seated long before Peter 
Brown inquired of me the particulars of my solitary 
voyage in the Falcon. At first very few of the men 
paid much attention to my narrative, but when I game 
to the discovery of the ship that had been imprisoned 
in the ice, and told about the man I saw through the 
port-hole, they all drew their chairs nearer to me and 
listened with rapt attention. When I spoke about the 
dead captain's wife, and said that her features were 
still lifelike, there was a murmur of incredulity; none 
of the men would believe that I was not romancing. 
But the young lieutenant here interposed. 

" Let the lad go on with his yam," he said. " Be- 
lieve me it's quite possible that the woman's face should 
show no signs of death. I have known frost and ice 
preserve a dead body for many months." 

With that they were quieted. But again, when 
I spoke of the log-book and said that the ship had 
been inclosed in the ice for thirteen years, even the 
lieutenant seemed to disbelieve me. 

" Thirteen years!" he exclaimed. " Come now, come, 
draw it mild, my lad, that won't do at all, you've mis- 
taken the writing somehow. Show us the log-book 
and then we'll believe it." 
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" I'm sure I did not mistake, sir," I protested, *' for 
the writing was as plain as plain could be, 'New 
Tear's Day, 1831. The ice still closirig in on us. 
Opened last ba^ of biscuits. Murray died this 
morning,* These were the very words, and I'll show 
you them if — " 

Here I felt a trembling hand clasped on my knee, 
and Peter asked excitedly, " What name did you say? 
Was it Murray?** 

"Murray! yes, that was the man who died on New 
Year's Day." 

"Good heavens!" exclaimed Peter. "Tell me, what 
was the name of the ship? Did you not find that 
out?" 

" Why, yes, Peter, I saw her name. She was called 
the Pilgrim — of Bristol." 

Peter became excited, and a strange pallor came 
over his face. 

"Why, what's come ower you, Peter?" asked Captain 
Fleti " D'ye know the craft ?" 

"Know her!" said Peter; "I should think I did. She 
was my own ship. I sailed in the Pilgrim as second- 
mate for three years, and I started with her on that 
same last voyage." 

It was now my turn to show surprise. " Tour ship, 
Peter!" I said. 

" Yes," he continued. " We sailed out of Bristol in 
the month of February, 1830, bound for Copenhagen, 
calling at Iceland. But ofi* the Lewis — or was it Cape 
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Wrath? — I had some o* my bones broken, and they put 
me ashore at Kirkwall" 

"Yes, she called at Kirkwall," I said. "I saw that 
on the chart." 

" That was just before I joined the Falcon, captain," 
continued Peter, turning to Flett. " I mind them all, 
those dead folk, even to the dog that Ericson has told 
us about — a retriever named Bounce. Our skipper 
was a Dane named Thomassen, and his wife sailed 
with us that voyage. She was as fine a woman as 
ever I see in Denmark. Murray was the first-mate, 
and the man Ericson saw through the port-hole can 
have been none other than Jenkins, the supercargo; 
he belonged to Bristol. The only thing that puzzles 
me is the man that Ericson saw lying in the captain's 
room." 

" Maybe he went aboard in Iceland, Peter — a pas- 
senger," suggested Flett. " Ye canna tell." 

"Ay, that'll just be it," mused Peter, "a passenger, 
no doubt. Ay, I well believe that will just be what 
he was." 

Lieutenant Fox at this point moved away from the 
circle to get a light for his pipe at the stove. He 
stood behind us listening to a conversation between 
Colin Lothian and Jack Paterson; and as Peter Brown 
lapsed into silent meditation I diverted my own atteh- 
tion to what Colin and Jack were saying. 

"Ay, Colin, but that's news," said Paterson. "And so 
Harry Ewan has fallen into their hands at last, eh!" 
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"Ay, just that," said Lothian. "I was over at Gestron 
yestreen, and they were telling me that just as Harry 
was slipping round into the Bay of Houton, thinking, 
no doubt, that everything was clear for the landin* o' 
his cargo, the revenue boat came out from behind the 
Holm, like a hawk on a ferret. Ye may be sure, Jack, 
that Harry and his crew didna give in without a fight 
for it; but the navy lads had the upper hand at last, 
and, what was more to their purpose, they found in 
Ewan's lugger five gallant casks o' whisky, not to 
speak o* half a dozen rolls o* tobacco, and I dinna ken 
how muckle salt and candles." 

Lothian had raised his voice, and several of the men 
had moved closer to him to hear the particulars of this 
raid upon one of the known smugglers of Scapa Flow. 
So much, indeed, was the general attention occupied 
that none of the men seemed to regard the entrance 
of yet another person into the inn parlour. This was 
none other than Tom Kinlay, who, with his great 
boots and pea-jacket on and his sou'-wester hat, looked 
as big a man as any of them. For a moment he hesi- 
tated, on seeing the young naval ofiicer, but, emboldened 
by Mr. Fox*s disguised appearance, he took up a posi- 
tion where he could hear all that was being said. 

" I canna think what had put the revenue men on 
the track o' the smugglers," a fisherman was saying. 
" Surely if any man earned the game on secretly it 
was Harry Ewan." 

"What*s to hinder them finding out?" said Jack 
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Paterson, " Why, I ken'd it langsyne, though it isna 
ony business o* mine to ken." 

"Ah!" put in Lothian, with the air of one who was 
well acquainted with the subject, " it's not the most 
cautious that are least suspected o* breakin* the law 
Now, I ken a man that not one here would suspect, 
an' he has been carryin' on the business underhand 
this many a day. But tak' my word for it, the fox 
has his eye on him for all that, and it isna long before 
he'll be dropped on the same as Harry Ewan." 

Lieutenant Fox stepped a little nearer to the 
speakers. 

"Oho!" exclaimed Jack Paterson; "and who may 
that be now, Colin? ' 

" Weel,'' replied the wanderer, " it isna for me just 
to say, though I wouldna lift a hand to save ony 
smuggling rogue. But I ken o' a fine hole in the face 
o' the clifts o' Gaulton, that would suit a smuggler 
grandly for stowing away a few casks o' whisky in. 
Sandy Ericson was another that ken'd it. But Sandy 
was an honest man." 

"What'*' said Paterson; ''d'ye mean the cave that 
Sandy found Carver Kinlay in, after the wreck o' the 
Undme?" 

"Ay," said CoUn. 

" Then Kinlay kens o' the cave? " continued Jack 

"Doubtless," said Colin. 

David Flett raised his eyebrows at this, and I thought 
of his conversation with the pilot. 
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" It's no' possible that Carver has ony hand in the 
smuggling, is it, Colin?" he observed. 

"Weel, captain, I wouldna like to assert publicly 
that Carver is a smuggler himself," said Colin; " but I 
shouldna be surprised though it turn out as I sus- 
pect." 

" It's a lie ye tell! " furiously exclaimed Tom Kinlay, 
suddenly revealing himself, and shaking his fist in 
Lothian's face. " It's a lie ye tell, ye drivelling auld 
idiot! And if ye canna prove what ye say, maybe 
ye'Udenyit?" 

Colin Lothian stood up and said coolly: 

"Now just hold yer tongue, Kinlay. I ken mair 
than I hae said. And as to denyin' it, that I willna 
do. Nay, threaten as ye will, I carena. What I say 
is perfectly true. Carver Kinlay 's a smuggler!" 

Tom Kinlay bit the stem of his clay pipe so hard 
that it broke in his mouth, so great was his rage. 
Then, as though words of denial were of no use, he 
took to the more cowardly argument of violence, and, 
hissing the words, " Ye auld liar, take that," raised his 
hand, and struck a blow at Colin Lothian's face. 

But Jack Paterson knocked up the lad's arm, and 
caught Tom round the waist, dragging him forcibly 
away. 

"What! ye young scamp, would ye strike an auld 
man?" he said. And he raised Tom Kinlay in his 
strong arms high in air, and almost threw him out at 
the open door. 
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" That was smartly done, my man," said Lieutenant 
Fox. "I wish we had a few such fellows as you 
aboard the Glasper.'* And thus revealing himself, the 
oflScer finished his drink and leisurely left us. 

" Who*s that chap just gone out? " asked Paterson. 

" It's Lieutenant Fox of the Glasper" I said. 

" If that be so, then," said Colin, " it seems to me he 
has gone away wiser than he came." 

" Ay," said Paterson; " it's no use wonderin' how the 
revenue lads get to ken about the smugglers, if that 
be the way they set about it." 

Shortly afterwards we went aboard the Falcon, and 
the rest of the day was spent in cleaning up after the 
voyage, and in balancing our accounts. In this latter 
occupation I think my assistance was not witl/out 
value to Davie Flett, whose system of bookkeeping 
was original and peculiar, involving a large use of 
hieroglyphics, which were not always clear even to 
the skipper himself. 

That evening when I tramped over the moor to 
Lynedardy the snow fell heavily — a driving, drifting 
snow that penetrated into every cranny it had access 
to, and collected in deep wreaths on meadow and moor. 
The cold wind blew hard from the north, carrying the 
fine snow past me in great clouds that curled and 
swept along the hard ground, forming in some places 
high barriers that were almost impassable, in other 
places leaving the ground perfectly bare. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

A SEARCH AND A DISCOVERY. 

ALL through that night the snow fell unceasingly, 
and the drifts grew deeper and deeper in the 
hollows. 

At bed-time, after our chapter from the Bible had 
been read, my mother barred the door, and said: 

" Let us be thankful, bairns, that we are all at home 
this night. I couldna sleep in my bed if I thought 
there was kith or kin o' mine outside on such a night 
o' bUnd drift It's just terrible." 

And I think we all slept the more comfortably, feel- 
ing that we knew of no one who was suffering in the 
storm. 

Some hours before daylight, while I lay dreaming in 
my cosy box-bed, I was awakened by hearing a rap- 
ping noise. I listened, fancying it was but the noise 
of some rat behind the wainscot that had come for 
shelter into the warm house; but the loud knocking 
came again. I hurriedly drew on some clothes and 
opened the outer door. A wild gust of wind and snow 
swished in upon me, and in the deep snow outside 
there stood a woman holding a lighted lantern. 

"Please d'ye ken anything about Thora Kinlay?" 
said she; and I recognized Ann, the servant- woman of 
Crua Breck. 
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"Anything about Thora?" I asked, surprised at the 
inquiry. " Why, Ann, what's gone wrong wi' her? " 

"We're feared she's lost," said the woman. "She 
went outby in the forenoon, and she hasna come back 
yet.'^ 

" Did she not say where she was going to? " I asked. 

"No; and we've heard nothing o' her. We canna 
think what can hae come ower her." 

"But where are Carver and Tom, and the boat's 
crew?" I asked. "Have they not been out seeking 
for the lass?" 

" No; they're all away in the St Magnus; and the 
mistress is ill in her bed. The shepherd and me has 
been seekin' Thora all the night, and I've come to 
Lynedardy, thinkin' ye might h«ie seen her yestreen." 

"No; I havena seen Thora these nine or ten weeks 
past," I said. "But if she be out in this storm she 
must be looked for; so bide here a wee, Ann, and I'll 
come out and help ye." 

I thereupon hastened within for my sea-boots and 
oilskins. I had next to procure a lantern from the 
bjrre; and this was somewhat diflBcult, for the snow 
had drifted in a high bank against the door, and I had 
to remove it before I could effect an entrance. Light- 
ing the lantern, and taking down my long staff, I 
noticed that my climbing-lines had been taken from 
the peg where they usually hung. My gun, too, was 
amissii^g. No one but myself had any use for either 
the ropes or the gun, and I thought it curious that 
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they were removed; but at the moment I did not con- 
cern myself about so apparently trivial a circumstance. 

I soon rejoined the woman, and with her I made 
diligent search for Thora. Backward and forward we 
tramped for many weary miles in the wind and snow. 
We went by every road and footpath that we knew, 
yet not even a footmark but our own could we find. 
I questioned Ann and the shepherd, who had joined 
us, as to where they had searched before I came out. 
The shepherd had been to a cottage where lived an 
old woman named Mary Firth, but Mary was not at 
home, and there was no one in the cottage — no trace 
of Thora. 

"Heus either o'ye been across at Jack Paterson's 
croft?" I then asked. 

" No," said the shepherd. 

" Weel, then, that's the only place she can have been 
to, that I can think of. So you two had better get 
back to Crua Breck and wait till daylight. Til gang 
to Jack Paterson's, and if they ken nothing of Thora 
there, we can only wait till the morning." 

The two returned to the farm, therefore, and I 
tramped through the storm to the croft of Clouston, 
past the ghostly standing-stones of the Druids, and 
along the dreary, snow-covered road. 

The cottage was in darkness, with a great drift of 
snow against the door. I knocked with my stick 
several times, and presently I heard Jack Paterson's 
gruff voice demanding who was there. 
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" It's me, Halcro Ericson. Open the door, Jack." 

*'Save us all!" he exclaimed, raising the bolt. 
"What brings ye out on a night like this, lad? Come 
inside." 

" No; I'm seeking for Thora Kinlay; d'ye ken any- 
thing about her; she's lost!" 

"Lost! No; I ken nothing o' her. But wait and 
I'll see the bairns." 

He returned to the door in a few minutes. 

" Hilda says that Thora was here yestreen," he said. 
" But she went away to Crua Breck when the snow 
came on so bad." 

I was dismayed at his answer, for it seemed to prove 
to me that Thora was really lost in the snow. 

Paterson offered to continue the search with me, but 
I advised him to dress and go to Stromness, and make 
inquiries in the town, while I left him and returned 
to Lynedardy, always searching for footprints on the 
snow. 

At dawn I resumed the search with my sister Jessie. 
We first went to Crua Breck to make sure that Thora 
had not yet returned. We heard that Mrs. Kinlay 
was very ill now, and that Ann could not leave her. 

We returned by the top of the cliffs, where the snow 
was shallow, but nothing rewarded our search until 
we got as far as North Gaulton, where we observed 
what appeared to be footprints crossing our path. 
They were indistinct, for the wind had disturbed the 
snow; but they were indeed footprints, and we fol- 
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lowed them. They led us to the brink of the cliff, to 
the very spot where Thora and I had, many weeks 
before, gone over to descend to the cave. 

" Somebody has gone over here, Hal," said Jessie. 
" Look down on that jag of rock, there is the mark of 
a rope!" 

And at once I remembered about the disappearance 
of my climbing-lines. I looked to where Jessie pointed, 
and sure enough there were the marks of a rope, where 
it had disturbed the snow and grazed against the 
frosted stone. There was no rope hanging there, but 
I well knew that it could have been removed from 
below by means of a few dexterous jerks and twitches. 

I reasoned with myself upon what I saw, and I con- 
sidered that the person who had gone down the cliff 
could be none other than Thora, for I believed that 
none but she knew of that way down to the cave. 
Only she and Tom Kinlay knew that I kept my climb- 
ing-ropes in the byre; but Tom had, as Ann told me, 
gone out in the 8t, Magnus. Only Thora could have 
taken them, then. What her possible reason for going 
down to the cave might be, I did not pause to reflect, 
further than surmising the probability of her having 
had some quarrel with her father, and of her having 
run away from Crua Breck as she had once threatened 
to do. But why do this on such a night of storm? 

The first thing to be done was to ascertain beyond 
doubt if Thora was now in the cave. Had it been 
expedient, I would at once have gone over the cliff 
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notwithstanding its frozen condition Unfortunately, 
however, I had no other good rope than the one that 
had been taken away. An old one I had which was 
neither long enough nor strong enough for the purpose; 
tut even this might be of service, I thought We went 
back to the farm, and Jessie helped me to lengthen 
the rope by joining to it several shorter pieces. Then, 
judging that Thora, if she were in the cavern, would 
be suffering from want of food, we got a small basket 
and stored it with tempting eatables — some newly- 
made scones, two hard-boiled eggs, and a closed flagon 
filled with hot tea Thus prepared we went together 
through the snow to the cliff. 

Whilst I was tying the rope to the handle of our 
basket, Jessie gathered some stones and threw them 
down the precipice to attract Thora's attention to the 
mouth of the cava I stood out on the brink of the 
cliff above the cavern and allowed the line to slip 
through my fingers as though I were "heaving the 
lead," until the basket touched upon the rock at the 
entrance to the cave. 

For several minutes we waited for some sign that 
the food was accepted. Twice the line was drawn up 
a little, and the weight of the basket was still felt I 
called for more stones to throw down, at the same time 
kicking a loose piece of rock well out, so that it fell 
with a loud splash into the deep water. Jessie went 
about picking up stones from among the snow, when 
suddenly an exclamation escaped her. 
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" Eh, Hall" said she; " why, here's your magic-stonel" 

"Impossible!" I exclaimed, unable to believe her. 

"I tell you it is, indeed!" she protested; and she 
brought the stone to me, holding it in the palm of her 
hand. I at once recognized the viking's talisman. And 
now I felt sure that Thora was in the cave, and that 
she had probably dropped the stone by some accident 
before going over the brink of the cliff, for it was at 
the very edge that Jessie found it 

When I tried the rope again, I felt that the basket 
was being held. Then the line was drawn further 
down, and again set loose, and I drew it up. The basket 
had been emptied. 

In the afternoon, as the snow had abated, I went out, 
though without stating my intention, and returned 
to the top of the cliff, determined upon making the 
descent to the cave and hearing from Thora her reason 
for this strange freak of hers, before venturing to inform 
them at Crua Breck that I had discovered the girl's 
hiding-place. The danger of a descent was very great, 
for the face of the rocks was in parts coated with frozen 
snow, and I knew that besides the diflSculty of climl> 
ing with cold hands there was the possibility of slip- 
ping upon the icy surface of the ledges. But now I 
had my viking's stone to protect me, and with less 
hesitation than the occasion warranted I proceeded to 
climb down the precipice, and was fortunate enough to 
reach the bottom without accident. 

Lighting a small lantern I had brought, I walked 
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into the caveniy thinking it strange that I saw no trace 
of Thora at the entrance, for I had made noise enough 
to attract her. Yet I noticed the flagon that had held 
the warm tea we had sent down in the morning lying 
empty on a flat stone. I continued my way further 
into the cavern, watching the play of light upon the 
huge stalactites that hung from the roof. At last I 
came to the stream in which Thora had so nearly lost 
her life. It was swollen, and rushed past with great 
force. At one point a kind of bridge had been formed 
by a couple of wooden planks that had been thrown 
across. Over this bridge I crossed, turning my lantern 
to right and left, anxiously looking for Thora, whom I 
also called by name. Beyond the little bridge I was 
sensible of a strong spirituous smell, and this became 
still stronger as I advanced, until, when I held my light 
towards a side chamber of the cave I discerned a large 
number of small kegs. At once I thought of what 
Colin Lothian had said the day before in Gray's Inn 
about smuggled whisky. Here, then, I had discovered 
the secret store of some unlawful trader. But my 
surprise at this soon abated in my anxiety to find 
Thora. I was continuing my way yet further when 
my foot touched something strange. I turned my light 
upon it, and there, lying before me, was the sleeping 
form, not of Thora, but of Tom Kinlay. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

TRAPPED IN THE OAVK 

I STOOD for some moments transfixed with surprise 
at seeing Tom Kinlay in this situation. He was 
lying with his head and shoulders upon a square box 
and snoring loudly. Behind him were piled up many 
kegs, which I doubted not were filled with contraband 
spirits. As I reasoned on all this I surmised that Tom 
was there probably by the directions of his father, 
whom, after what I had heard and seen, I could not 
but associate with the smugglers. I now, for the first 
time, saw also some shade of reason for the enmity 
that had existed between Carver and my father. At 
the time of the wreck of the Undine, years before, 
when he was stranded in the cavern. Carver had no 
doubt seen the convenience of the place for smuggling 
purposes. The cave was commodious, and the fact 
that its situation was little known among the natives 
gave it the additional advantage of secrecy. 

I could not tell whether Kinlay had carried on his 
illicit traffic whilst my father was alive, but I guessed 
that this was so; and believing that my father was the 
only man who knew his secret, I saw reason sufficient 
for enmity. My father's death had removed the one 
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great obstacle in the way of Carver's carrying on the 
smuggling unsuspected It had also enabled him to 
become a pilot — a position which gave unusual oppor- 
tunity to a man so unscrupulous. As pilot he was able 
to board any vessel that entered the Orcadian waters, 
and in the case of ships which came over from the 
Continent or from the north of Scotland with contra- 
band goods, a transfer of cargo could be boldly effected 
without exciting suspicion. And here in the cave I saw 
before me a part of the smuggler's store. 

Having explored the cavern by the light of my lan- 
tern, I was forced to believe that Thora was not there. 
I returned once more to the kegs of spirits before 
departing. Tom was still sound asleep. Approaching 
him, I turned the light upon him and knelt down, 
shielding the light from his closed eyes. Suddenly I 
was alarmed by hearing the noise of voices at the 
outer part of the cave — the voices of many men. I 
blew out the light of my lantern, rose to my feet, and 
slipped into the shadow to watch, for I did not doubt 
that these were the smugglers. I had not stood there 
very long before I observed a flickering of lights, and the 
sound of men's feet and voices came nearer and nearer. 
Then I saw the lights of two lanterns, and distinguished 
the figures of five men. Their sea -jackets were 
powdered with snow. 

''Now, lads," said a hoarse voice that I recognized 
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as Carver Eanlay's, " look smart (Jet as many as ye 
can into the boat, then roll the 'others into the water." 

His eyes rested upon the sleeping form of his son. 

"Hullo!" he cried; "why, here is the young devil 
after all!" 

Then, crossing the plank bridge, he gave Tom a 
heavy kick in the ribs, and placed his lantern on the 
top of one of the casks. 

Tom awoke with a start, and I saw him tremble as 
in fear His face was ghastly white. 

" Where have ye been all night?" growled his father, 
without waiting for an answer; "hurry along here and 
help to get these kegs into the boat." 

Young Kinlay rose and staggered after the men. 
Evidently he had broached one of the whisky kegs. 

I drew closer within the shadow of the rock and 
watched the proceedings. The smugglers carried away 
one by one as many of the spirit-kegs as I believed 
might lie in the bottom of the St Magnus. This was 
done in a great hurry as though much depended upon 
getting the things cleared away, and Carver was for ever 
urging his men to "hurry up!" Then they all set to 
work, and rolled what remained of the casks into the 
stream, until, after about an hour's time, there was left 
no trace of the smuggler's store, excepting only the 
square box that Tom had slept upon. 

Carver Kinlay knelt down beside this chest and 
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unlocked it. He turned over many bundles of papers, 
and I saw him take out what appeared to be a roll of 
bank-notes and thrust them into his breast-pocket. 
He paused suddenly in his work at the hurried return 
of his men, and grasped at the box like a miser sud- 
denly surprised. 

*'The hounds are on us!" exclaimed one excitedly 
" They have taken the boat!'* And almost immediately 
there was a tramp of feet coming up the cavern, and a 
blaze of light from several torches shining on drawn 
cutlasses. 

Kinlay turned with the fury of a wild animal that 
finds itself trapped, and stood at bay before a company 
of blue-jackets, who were headed by the young officer 
I had twice before met. Lieutenant Fox of the revenue 
cutter Clasper. 

** In the Queen's name, I arrest you, Carver Kinlay!" 
said the officer in a firm, loud voice. 

" Not so easily," said Kinlay, who was evidently de- 
termined not to surrender himself without resistance; 
and planting one foot firmly on the little bridge which 
spanned the stream, he drew a large revolver and 
pointed it full at the lieutenant's head. 

Standing very near to him, in a dark crevice at his 
right hand, I saw the movement. I saw Carver's eyes 
flash in the torchlight, and just as the click of the 
trigger sounded I sprang quickly forward and knocked 
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the man's band upward. The shot rattled among the 
stalactites of the roof, and the report filled the cavern 
with deafening noise. Kinlay was utterly taken aback 
by what happened, and as the weapon fell from bis 
hand and dropped into the deep water, he turned in- 
stinctively to see who had attacked him. Two of the 
cutter's men thereupon crossed the planks and encoun- 
tered him on the large flat rock whence the casks bad, 
been taken, while I made my way past them. 

I was walking coolly over the little bridge, with my 
extinguished lantern in my hand, when the lieutenant 
stepped forward and took me by the collar. 

'* Aha, youngster! " he exclaimed, " I've seen you be- 
fore. You've done me a good turn, but I must take 
you, nevertheless." And he retained his hold of my 
jacket, giving directions to his men the while. 

I made a gentle protest, showing no resistance, and 
stood by the officer, looking excitedly at the scuffle 
that ensued between the smugglers and the revenue 
men. Tom Kinlay had already been seized and dragged 
ofl^ to the cutter's boat One of the smugglers had 
retreated to the inner recesses of the cave, taking 
refuge in the darkness, and the three others were hav- 
ing a severe fight with the sailors, using large knives 
in their defence. Two of them were speedily over- 
powered, one of them receiving a serious wound in 
Jiis side, the other ^ gre^t put ^crosg his cheek They 
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were both taken to the boat, and there kept under 
strict gnard. The third man managed to get over to 
Einlay. 

Carver, on losing his pistol, had taken out his sheath- 
knife, and armed with this he fought with furious 
determination, standing with his back against a wall 
of rock. One of his antagonists, in trying to lay hold 
of his hand, was badly cut, and the other disabled by 
a blow in the face. But when Carver was joined by 
his comrade there was a rush of the cutter's men across 
the bridge, and the smugglers were finally conquered. 
They had yet to be brought over to the outer side of 
the stream, however, and this was a work of no small 
difficulty. A couple of the sailors walked over the 
narrow planks, one before and one behind their pri- 
soner, who made an unsuccessful attempt to break 
loose. 

Then Carver was brought to the bridge in a similar 
manner; and he also attempted to escape by making 
a spring forward when he reached the middle of the 
planka His captors, however, were ready for him. The 
man behind him had held his two hands, and when 
by main force he got his right hand free, the sailor 
held with such a tight grip to the other that Carver 
was pulled round and he overbalanced himself. A stiff 
struggle for mastery then took place. Kinlay was the 
stronger man, and with his free hand he dealt the 
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sailor a hard blow on the chest. The sailor staggered 
and fell across the narrow planks, but still holding 
Einlay's left hand he pulled the pilot-smuggler down 
with him. The sailor let his hand go free. Then 
Kinlay tripped, and, uttering a wild yell, fell head- 
long into the rushing stream. 

The lieutenant, seeing what had happened, loosened 
his grasp of my collar and hurried over to his men to 
try to save Carver from the dreadful current. One of 
the wooden planks was thrown into the water for him 
to take hold of, but Carver must have failed in his 
attempt to reach it. One of the cutter's men ran to 
the mouth of the cave and brought back with him a 
long rope — my own climbing-rope — which he had seen 
lying on the rocks: this also was too late, for Carver 
was already carried off by the swift stream, no doubt 
to be taken over into that gulf where Thora had so 
nearly lost her life. 

There now remained only one other of the smugglers 
to be captured, and he was ultimately discovered crouch- 
ing like a terrified dog in a dark comer. Before the 
revenue men left, however, they made a careful search 
of the cavern; but they brought nothing down to the 
boat excepting the wooden box that Kinlay had been 
searching in when he was surprised by the arrival of 
the blue-jackets. 

Wl^en this excitement was over, and the lieutenant 
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had ordered his men to return to their boat, I was 
wondering what their movements would be in regard 
to myself. Would they leave me to climb the cliff and 
go home, or would they take me round to Stromness ? 
I was not left long in doubt Two of the sailors, still 
with drawn cutlasses, took me into the bow of the 
long-boat and placed me there beside Tom Kinlay and 
the other prisoners, and bound me to them with my 
own rope. Then the lieutenant took his seat in the 
stem-sheets, his men plied their oars, and we were 
taken out to the cutter, which lay anchored a few 
fathoms out from the rocks. 

We were all taken aboard of her. Her white canvas 
was hoisted and her anchor weighed, and soon we were 
speeding blithely along in the direction of Stromness, 
with the St Magnus towed astern. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

IN WHICH I AM PUT UNDER ARREST. 

WHEN we were well under weigh, and I had done 
admiring the cutter's trim fittings and the 
smartness of her men, I turned to consider the condi- 
tion of my unfortunate companions. Two of them 
were badly wounded, and they were ordered to be 
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taken below to have their wounds dressed, whilst the 
others were now being placed in irons. They were 
bound hand and foot to a gun-carriage. Tom Kinlay, 
who was beside me under the starboard bulwarks, 
watched the men with consternation in hLs faca He 
was evidently very much afraid. I saw him put his 
hand to his breast as though he felt there for some- 
thing. I thought he was searching for some weapon; 
but whatever it was he did not find it. He opened his 
coat and still searched. 

"Hang it!" he exclaimed, "I must have lost it;" and 
then he looked at me accusingly. 

Somehow I thought just then of my viking's stone 
that I had recovered so strangely, and as I took it from 
my pocket and assured myself that it was all safe, I 
began to wonder how it had come to be left there at 
the top of the clifi! How had Thora allowed it to go 
out of her keeping? And Thora, where now was she? 

Suddenly I felt a warm breath on my face. I turned 
and saw Tom Kinlay glaring at me. 

"Ah' it is you," he exclaimed; "youVe stolen it 
from me!" And he made a grab at the stone, 'which 
fell from my hand upon the deck, for the string had 
been taken from it, and I had consequently not been 
able to hang it round my neck. We both scrambled 
upon the deck, each eager to secure the talisman. But 
I managed to push Kinlay away, and picking up the 
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stone I put it safely in my breast-pocket just as two 
of the cutter's men came towards us. 

" Now, then, youngster," said one of them, taking Tom 
by the shoulder, "it's your turn now, my lad;" and he 
proceeded to adjust a pair of handcuffs upon Tom's 
wrists. At the same time the other sailor came to me 
and was in the act of binding me in a similar manner 
when Lieutenant Fox came forward from the after- 
deck. 

"Hold hard, Gillions!" he said. "This youngster 
needn't be treated like the others, I think. Leave him 
to me;" and addressing me he asked, " What is your 
name, my lad?" 

" Halcro Ericson, sir," I replied. 

" Well, Ericson, tell me, how came you to be mixed 
up in this affair? I thought I saw you on board that 
coasting schooner, the Falcon, the other night. Have 
you turned smuggler since then?" 

" No, sir; I was in the cave for something else. I 
was down seeking for Thora." 

" For Thora ? What's that— some sort of bmis ? " 

"Birds! No; for the lass that was lost in the snow 
yestreen." 

"Queer place to look for a lass, that, I must say! 
But how did you get there if you did not go round 
with Kinlay?" 

" I climbed down the cliff, sir." 
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"Come, come, none of your nonsense!" said the 
officer. " Don't tell me you climbed down that cliff. 
I know it's impossibla" 

" It's not impossible," I rejoined, " for I have climbed 
it many a time before." 

" Well, it's to be hoped the girl was worth risking 
your neck for.. However, as you did not find her after 
all, you deserve to get off, to look for her in a more 
likely place." Then turning to the seaman he said: 
" Off with the irons, Gillions, and put the youngster 
ashore when the anchor's down." 

"Ay, ay, sir'" said Gillions. Accordingly I was set 
free; and seeing my rope lying on the deck I coiled it 
up ready to take ashore with me, taking it aft to the 
gangway. 

We were by this time abreast of the Ness and enter- 
ing Stromness Bay. Notwithstanding the continued 
falling of snow, several boats put out from the jetties 
of the harbour when the Clctaper was seen sailing in 
with her prize; and as the chains rattled over her bow 
and she came to an anchorage close inshore, she was 
surrounded by inquiring fisher-folk. 

In one of the first boats that came alongside sat 
Bailie Duke wrapped in a great gray plaid. He hailed 
one of the petty officers of the cutter, and Mr. Fox 
came forward and asked him aboard. 

"What's ^,11 this about?" said Mr. Duke, addressing 
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the lieutenant as he stepped on the deck. " I see yeVe 
made a prisoner of our pilot." 

" I've made prisoner of a smuggler, sir, pilot or not 
pilot," said Mr. Fox. 

"But on whose authority have you taken the 8t 
Magnus ? Do you not know that she is our pilot-boat ? " 
asked the bailie. 

" On the highest authority, Mr. Duke — the Queen's," 
replied the lieutenant. "If Kinlay was your pilot, 
then all the greater was his offence. His men must 
suffer the penalty for their crime, and I suppose the 
port must just appoint another pilot, that's all." 

" His men must suffer, you say?" said Mr. Duke, not 
understanding. " Then you do not accuse Carver Kin- 
lay himself of smuggling?" 

" I should certainly have done that, Mr. Duke; but 
Carver Kinlay, unfortunately, is dead." 

"Carver Kinlay dead!" exclaimed the bailie. 

"Yes; he lost his life just now in the Gaulton Cave, 
where we discovered him and his crew in the act of 
carrying off contraband spirits. I suppose," the officer 
continued, " we can send the prisoners ashore to your 
jail, sir?" 

"Certainly," said Mr. Duke; "we've plenty of room 
there: send them ashore. But they will be tried at 
Kirkwall, not here, you know." 

"I know," returned the officer; "but you see the 
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roads are blocked with this snow. There's no getting 
to Kirkwall except by sea, and I have another little 
affair of this sort on hand to-night." 

Bailie Duke was naturally inquisitive, and at the 
mention of this other " little affair " he pricked up his 
ears. 

The lieutenant drew him to the other side of the 
deck, and they both remained there in earnest conver- 
sation. Mr. Duke had his back towards me. He had 
not observed me as yet. But the cutter's boat was 
being got out to take me ashore, and as I was anxious 
to hear from him whether Thora had been found, I 
walked across and waited until he should turn round. 
As I stood there I heard my own name mentioned. 

"Oh, it's just as clear as daylight!" said the magis- 
trate, in reply to a question from Mr. Fox. " I have 
traced it all out. There is little doubt that it was 
young Halcro Ericson that did it." 

" Halcro Ericson! What! the boy Halcro Ericson?" 
exclaimed the lieutenant with undisguised surprise. 
" Why, then, that accounts for our finding him hiding 
in the cave! I would never have thought it." 

"What!" said the bailie. "You don't mean you 
have got the lad?" 

" Yes, I do, sir; that is if you have no other natives 
with the same outlandish name. He's on board, I 
assure you. Ay, and here he is." The officer turned 
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round towards me where I stood with my lantern in 
one hand, and the coil of rope over my shoulder. 

Bailie Duke looked at me with a frown on his brow, 
and his eyes were steadily fixed upon my face, which 
could only have reflected the innocence of my heart. 

"I cannot believe it," he said in an undertone; "and 
yet the thing's so clear." Then he laid a hand sternly 
on my shoulder, and said, " Ericson, my lad, I'm really 
sorry; but, you see, there's no use evadin' the hand o' 
the law, and I must make you my prisoner." 

"Your prisoner, Mr. Duke! But you cannot think 
that I have anything to do with the smuggling?" 

'' Smuggling!'' said he. " I said nothing about smug- 
gling. With that I have no business. No, it's not 
the smuggling, it's the murder!" 

" Murder! What murder? " I gasped. 

" The murder of Colin Lothian, the wandering beg- 
gar," he said. 

Colin Lothian murdered! I was stunned and per- 
plexed by these terrible words. But, without further 
explanation, Mr. Duke gave orders to some men in the 
boat he had come out by to make a prisoner of me. 
Two men came aboard and bound my arms about me 
with my own rope, and conducted me into the boat, 
while the bailie got down into the stem, where he sat 
ruminating as we were rowed towards the landing pier. 

I was marched between two guards up the narrow 
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street of Stromness, and the cold snow fell down upon 
me. At the doors of the houses women and children, 
whose faces were all so familiar, looked at me, some 
with pity, some with shrinking fear. I heard strange 
utterances of accusatioa " Who would have thought 
it, that he could hae done such a thing?" said one. 
" See how the lad hangs his head!" said another. "Ay, 
but it's a young murderer he is," said a third. And 
this word " murderer " sounded in my ears from every 
side, and much I wondered what it all could mean. 

When we arrived at the door of the prison-house a 
crowd of the towns-people awaited us. I looked round 
the faces fearlessly, and in their midst I recognized 
the wrinkled face of my skipper, Davie Flett. 

" Cheer up, my hearty! " said he, as I passed by him. 
" Well not heave anchor till ye come out; and you'll 
not be long, 111 warrant" 

But I confess it was difficult for me to feel cheerful 
at that moment. Indeed, when the prison doors closed 
upon me, when I found myself alone in my dark cell, 
I became dazed and stupid, and began to think that 
perhaps after all I was the murderer that I had been 
called. Yet what could it all mean? Colin Lothian 
murdered! My old friend Colin Lothian! 
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CHAPTER XXXVIIL 

ACCUSED OF MURDER. 

I NEED not prolong my narrative by telling you in 
what way I spent that first night in the cold soli- 
tude of my prison cell, or by recording the thoughts 
that occupied my mind through those long and weary 
hours. My jailer, one Jimmy Macfarlane, an honest, 
kind-hearted man, who had known my father, gave 
me a basin of hot porridge before he locked me up 
for the night, and left with me, as though by accident, 
a good, thick horse-cloth to keep me warm. Conscious 
of my innocence, and trusting in the justice of my 
accusers, I slept well and soundly, nor did I awake 
until late on the following morning, when the Sabbath 
light stole through the cross-bars of the little window, 
and the opening of the door aroused me. 

I heard Macfarlane speaking with some one. 

"Yell find him in here, captain; but dinna stay 
ower long wi' him; for, ye ken, I'm breakin' the rule in 
letting ye see the lad." 

"All right, Jimmy!" said a voice that I at once 
recognized as that of Captain Flett. 

" Well, Ericson, my lad," he said, entering the cell 
and offering me his hand. " They've not put the hang- 
man's rope roimd your neck yet, I see." Then ho 
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added in a more serious tone, "Come, I canna stay 
with you long. Let us talk the affair over, and see 
what's to be done." 

" First of all then," I said, " I want to know what 
it's all about. Why have they put me in here ? " 

"What! have they not told you the particulars?" 

"No; I know nothing but that old Colin Lothian 
has been murdered.** 

"And ye dinna ken who it was that murdered him? 
Tell me the truth now.*' 

" I know nothing at all about it," I said. 

" Well, then, I'll just tell you all that I know myself, 
Ericson." And sitting down beside me on an old box 
that was in the cell, the skipper proceeded with his 
account of the affair, of which the following is the 
substance. 

On the afternoon following that of the beginning of 
the snow-storm. Captain Flett waited for me on the 
schooner, for he wanted to set sail again. Every now 
and then he went up the companion-ladder to look out 
for me towards the snow-covered town. While thus 
engaged he heard the boatswain's whistle sounded on 
board the revenue cutter, then lying in the outer bay, 
and he was admiring the alertness of the blue-jackets 
as they got the cutter ready for sailing, when a small 
boat that he had not noticed came alongside of the 
Falcon, and Bailie Duke accosted him. 
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" Captain Flett," said the bailie excitedly, " I want 
the lad Ericson; where is he?" 

" 'Deed I can't tell you that, your honour," replied 
Fleti " I have been waiting for him here mysel' all 
the day." 

" Just as I expected," said the bailie, with evident 
annoyance; ''the young rascal has escaped. When^id 
you last see him, captain? " 

'* I saw him yestreen, sir. But was it anything of 
importance you're wanting the lad for? " 

"Anything of importance! Ay, is it of importance! 
For, know you this, Captain Flett, the lad's nothing 
but a murderer, a murderer in cold blood! " 

" Impossible ! " ejaculated the skipper. " When heard 
you of the lad harming body or beast? But who is it 
that's murdered, bailie?" 

*' Colin Lothian, the gaberlunzie," replied the magis- 
trate. 

"Man, you astonish me," exclaimed Flett "Poor 
auld Lothian! And when did the thing happen? " 

Bailie Duke then told how during that morning a 
party of men had been sent up from the town to the 
moor to search for the lost Thora Kinlay. They did 
not find the girl. But Jack Paterson and another 
fisherman, while crossing a very lonely part of the 
moor, had discovered a poor dog, whose pitiful whining 
had drawn them to the spot. The animal was at once 
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recognized as the dog that had always been seen at 
the heels of the wandering beggar, and it stood shiver- 
ing in the cold snow that had gathered there in a deep 
wreath. The dog refused to move from the spot, and 
the men cleared away some of the snow, when they 
came upon the stiflF and lifeless body of Colin Lothian. 

At first they thought the man was merely asleep, for 
his woollen plaid was spread over him like a blanket. 
But on raising the garment they saw marks of blood 
that had trickled upon the snow and sunk down into 
the underlying heather. Paterson at once despatched 
his companion to Stromness for Dr. Linklater, whilst 
he himself went up to a small cottage which stood 
about two hundred yards away. Nobody was in the 
cottage, but there were signs of some one having been 
there very recently, for the peats were yet smouldering 
on the hearthstone, and on a little table lay a towel 
stained with blood. Dr. Linklater arrived sooner than 
Paterson expected him, and after a careful examination 
of the body he stated that Lothian had been dead 
several hours, and that his death was the result of foul 
play. The man had, in fact, been murdered. 

" I'm real sorry to hear this, sir," said Flett to the 
bailie. " It was only yestreen I was speakin' wi* poor 
Colin at the inn. He'll be sorely missed in the country- 
side. But tell me, Mr. Duke, what for d'ye say that 
young Ericson has anything to do wi' it? " 
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" Because," the magistrate replied, " simply because 
the gun that the man was shot with was found near 
the sp^t where he died. That gun, captain, is identi- 
fied as Halcro Ericson's." 

" But surely ye canna convict the lad on such slight 
evidence, sir. He's innocent, Til swear!" 

" I trust he may prove so, captain. But you must 
allow that the evidence is against him. Colin has been 
shot dead, and with Ericson's gun. Ericson is not to 
be found; no one knows where he is. That is clearly 
against him; and as a magistrate I am bound to arrest 
him on suspicion. In fact, I have already issued a 
warrant for his arrest, and if you know anything of 
his whereabouts, just say so, Davie; for the lad's not 
at his home, and his mother knows nothing. They 
say he is out seeking for young Thora Kinlay; but it 
seems clear to me that he has fled from the conse- 
quences of his foul crime." 

"Well," said Flett, "I have told you all I know, 
that the lad left the schooner here before the snow 
came on so heavy. I have been expecting him aboard 
all the day. I know no more, Mr. Duke, and that's 
the truth." 

At this point of my skipper's account we were inter- 
rupted by Macfarlane, who put his head in at the door 
and said: 

" Come away, Davie. I canna let ye stay longer, man." 
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" Ay, ay, just another minute, Jimmy," said Flett. 
Then turning to me again, he continued: " Weel, Tm 
just away up to Dominie Drever's. The dominie was 
aboard the Falcon just before the Clasper came in 
yestreen, and I saw him again after ye were brought 
here. He was up at Lynedardy this mornin' seeing 
your mother for information about all your movements 
these two days past. And now I'm to go up to the 
schoolhouse and tell him — what shall I tell him, Hal- 
cro?" 

"Just tell him this, Davie: that the last time I saw 
poor Colin Lothian was when we were in Gray's inn. 
That I went straight home from the Falcon, and never 
left the house till the servant- woman at Crua Breck 
knocked me up to seek for Thora. That I was out 
looking for her part of the night and all the morning, 
and then that I climbed down the Gaulton Cliff, think- 
ing I would find her in the cave. There, instead of 
finding Thora, I was taken along with the smugglers 
and brought in the Clasper to Stromness, where Bailie 
Duke himself arrested me. There, that is the sum of 
it all. TeU it to Mr. Drever, and he will believe it 
and understand." 

" Very good," said the skipper, and then he left me. 

He had not gone out many minutes before Jimmy 
Macfarlane came into the apartment and made a fire 
in the grate, and brought me water to wash myself, and 
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a good breakfast of coffee and fried bacon. When I 
was made comfortable he left me alone again, and only 
disturbed me during the rest of the day to bring in my 
meals or more fuel for the fira 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

AN UNPROFESSIONAL INQUIRT. 

WHATEVER the common opinion among the people 
of Stromness may have been with regard to the 
death of Colin Lothian, there was one who, all along, 
never allowed himself to doubt my innocence. Dominie 
Drever had his private views on the matter, and he 
was not over eager to communicate them to other 
persons. He even kept them from myself in a great 
measure, and only gathered such information regarding 
my movements as Captain Flett and my people at 
Lynedardy were able to supply. There were some other 
aspects of the case, quite apart from myself, that he 
was anxious to make clear, and with this purpose in 
view he had gone quietly about the town gathering 
evidence and summoning an array of important wit- 
nesses. 

Not until late on this Sunday afternoon did he come 
to see me J and then our interview lasted but for i^ few 
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moments. Macfarlane showed him in just as I was 
finishing my tea and settling myself cosily before the 
fire. 

"Ah, Halcro, my lad!" he exclaimed in his breezy 
way, "I see they are making you comfortable here. 
I hope you find it no great hardship to be cooped up 
here, eh? It's hardly so bad as your experience on 
the Falcon, I should think?" 

" No, sir, and I hope it will not last so long either," 
I said, taking the hand he offered me. 

" Little fear o* that," said he. " Mr. Duke will send 
you home i' the morning; but it*s as well you should 
stay here until the evidence is complete. Bailie Thom- 
son will not agree to your being set at liberty before 
the inquiry." 

"And when is the inquiry to be?" I asked. 

"At ten o'clock to-morrow morning," said Mr. 
Drever. " You see, Halcro, they're not to put you on 
your trial in any formal way. That could only take 
place at Kirkwall, or before the procurator fiscal. But 
the roads are all blocked wi' snow, and there's no 
getting to Kirkwall just now. Even the St Magnus 
smugglers, and another gang that Mr. Fox arrested 
yestreen up at Sandwick, have to be imprisoned here 
until the roads are opened up. But it will be easy to 
prove your innocence. Thora will make that perfectly 
clear, as ye will see." 
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"Thora!" I exclaimeA "Then Thora has beea 
found?" 

"Found! certainly. She never was lost. However, 
yell hear all about that matter again. Just leave it 
all to me, Halcro, and dinna be downcast about biding 
here another night. But I must away now. Good 
e'en to ye!" 

"Good e'en, sir!" 

The good man was leaving me abruptly, when at 
the door he turned back. 

"Oh, Halcro!" said he, as though suddenly remem- 
bering something, "they tell me that your viking's 
stone has been amissing. Have ye heard anything of 
it yet?" 

" Why, yes, Mr. Drever," I replied. " I found it at 
the head of the Gaulton Cliff on Saturday." 

"Just so," said he smiling, " I had heard that Now 
that stone may be wanted in evidence. Would you 
mind letting me have it?" 

"Here it is, sir," I said, handing it to him. And 
taking it with him, he left me to my thoughts. 

The morning of the inquiry came round, and at 
about ten o'clock Jimmy Macfarlane' opened the door 
of my place of confinement and beckoned me to follow 
him. He conducted me through a long passage into a 
large room adjoining the prison-house. 

It was a comfortable apartment, with a bright peat 
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fire burning on the hearth, before which Colin Lothian's 
dog lay sound asleep. Close to the fire and athwart 
the room was a long table, where, as I entered, I saw 
Bailie Duke seated at his ease in a large arm-chair. 
At his right sat Bailie Thomson — a man with a for- 
bidding face, whom I had often of late seen in the 
company of Carver Kinlay. At Mr. Duke's left hand 
was the schoolmaster, prim and business-like as I had 
often seen him look in the school when anything of 
importance was pending, such as a class examination. 
Near him sat Lieutenant Fox, looking very handsome 
in his naval uniform, and very much at his ease. The 
only other person in the room was Dr. Linklater, who 
smiled a greeting to me as I stood at the door. 

" Take a seat there, Ericson, my lad," said Mr. Duke, 
indicating a chair opposite to him in the middle of the 
floor. And then he turned to the dominie, speaking 
with him in an undertone 

These five men, who were all in different degrees 
known to me, presented no very formal aspect, and I 
felt no dread of what was to follow. As I sat there 
awaiting the opening of the proceedings I looked 
straight before me at the long table. Here, lying in 
front of the two bailies, were my fowling-piece and 
a coil of rope. Before Mr. Drever lay Jarl Haffling's 
talisman; also, to my surprise, I observed the wooden 
box that I had seen in the cave, and the little chest 
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that I had taken from the chart-room of the PUgriTn,; 
on the lid of the latter was the log-book of that ill- 
fated ship. What these relics of the Pilgrim could 
possibly have to do with the murder of Colin Lothian 
I was at a loss to know. But their importance in the 
issue of the case will presently be seen, 

"Halcro Ericson!" said Bailie Duke. 

I rose to my feet and faced him. He tapped his 
snuff-box and took a large pinch, and leisurely passed 
the box to the dominia Presently, after much use of 
his bandana handkerchief, he continued: — 

"Halcro Ericson, you were arrested on Saturday 
last on suspicion of being the murderer of Colin Lothian 
— a poor, worthy man, known and respected in the 
Mainland for many, many years. At the time of your 
arrest on board the Clasper, the evidence against you 
was circumstantially complete^ and appeared to be 
conclusive. Further evidence of an important nature, 
however, has since been gathered by Mr. Drever here, 
and it has brought new light upon the matter. You 
are not, I am happfy to say, to be formally charged 
with the murder of Lothian; but, in the absence of the 
proper official — the procurator fiscal — ^it is necessary 
that I, as the senior bailie of Stromness, should make 
some inquiry into this case, you see. You will presently 
be examined with other witnesses, and you will have 
an opportunity of, I hope, clearing yourself of whi^t- 
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ever suspicion is still attached to you. Sit down 
again, Halcro." 

Concluding this speech, Mr. Duke rang a little 
hand-bell that was on the table, and Macfaiiane 
appeared at one of the doors. 

*'Just send in Jack Paterson and Steenie Barrie," 
he said ; and presently the two fishermen were ushered 
in. Paterson, entering first, touched his forelock to 
the magistrate, and similarly saluted Lieutenant Fox. 

" Jack, my man," said Mr. Duke, "just let us know 
what way ye found auld Colin*s body." 

Paterson stepped up to the table, twirling his sou'- 
wester round and round by the brim between his two 
big hands. 

"Weel, ye see, Mr. Duke," began Jack falteringly, 
" I was lying in my bed on Friday night when young 
Halcro Ericson knocked at the door and telt me that 
Thora Kinlay was out in the storm and couldna be 
found. So I cam' along to Stromness — " 

" Ay, but dinna mind that part o' the story. Jack," 
interrupted Mr. Duke; "just begin where Steenie and 
you heard the dog." 

" Yes, Mr. Duke," said Paterson, dropping his sou'- 
wester in his nervousnesa And then he repeated 
what Captain Flett had already told me. 

" Did you both go into the cottage?" asked the bailia 

"No/' said Jack, "Steenie ran away down to the 
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town to tell the doctor. I went into Mary's myseF. 
But Mary was away at Kirkwall, ye ken. I saw that 
some person had been there, however; for the peats 
were still hot, and there were some roasted potatoes 
on the table, forbye a cloth that had blood on it." 

"And you waited about there until Dr.-Linklater 
came?" 

"Yes, Mr. Duka" 

" Now do you recognize this as the gun you found?" 
Mr. Duke asked, touching my fowling-piece. 

" Ay, that's just it," replied Jack. 

Bailie Thomson then asked: "Have you ever seen 
the gun before, Paterson?" 

"No," said Jack. 

"What! have you never seen Ericson with it?" 

" Never," said Paterson, " though they tell me it is 
Halcro's gun." 

" Are you sure that Ericson had not the gun with 
him when he knocked you up on Friday night?" per- 
sisted Mr. Thomson. 

" Yes, quite sure," said Jack. 

"And where did Ericson go to after he left you?" 
questioned Mr. Thomson. 

"I dinna ken, Mr. Thomson. He said he was to 
gang back to Lynedardy. But ye'd better ask himsel', 
had ye not?" And Paterson looked round to where 
I sat 
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Mr. Thomson seemed to have no further questions 
to ask, and Bailie Duke said: "Very well, Jack, that 
will do now. You may both go." And Jack Paterson 
went away, followed by Barrie. 

"Now, doctor, would you just let us hear what you 
have to ^y, please?" said Mr. Duke, turning to Dr. 
Linklater. 

The doctor kept his seat, and said: 

" Mr. Drever came to me early on Friday morning 
and told me that Colin Lothian had been shot dead 
over by Mary Firth's cottage, and I went out. I met 
the man Barrie on the way, and he turned back with 
me, conducting me to the spot. I found Lothian quite 
dead. He had been dead quite two hours, I should say. 
There was a gunshot wound in his back under the left 
shoulder. I got Paterson and Barrie to take off a door 
in Mary Firth's room, and we carried the body upon it 
down to my house. I made an examination of the body, 
and extracted several swan-shot from the left lung." 

Dr. Linklater then passed a piece of paper containing 
the shot to Bailie Duke, saying: "I suppose you need 
me no longer, bailie?" 

"No, doctor, that's all," said Mr. Duke. "Just tell 
Macfarlane to send David Flett in, will you?" 

Flett came in and took his place before the magis- 
trates, and gave information as to the time of my 
leaving, the Falcon on Friday night. 
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Mr. Thomson, questioning him, asked: 

" Do you know of any motive that the lad Ericson 
might have in committing this crime? Was there any 
enmity between him and Lothian?" 

" Certainly not. How could ye think so, Mr. Thom- 
son?" said my skipper. " Why, Colin and Halcro were 
most friendly. It seems to me ridiculous that anyone 
should ever suspect such a thing o* the lad!" 

Mr. Duke here rang his bell and told Macfarlane to 
bring in Tom Kinlay. 

It was a considerable time before Tom appeared, 
with the jailer at his side, for he had to be brought 
out of the cell in which the smugglers were imprisoned. 
As Flett went out, he came forward slowly, looking 
pale and haggard. I noticed him start nervously as 
Mr., Duke, putting forth his hand to take up his snuff- 
box, happened to touch the gun. 

There was some dispute between Bailie Duke and 
Bailie Thomson as to which of them should first ques- 
tion Kinlay. But it was arranged that Mr. Thomson 
should do so. He commenced by saying to Tom; 

"You were taken in the North Gaulton Cave on 
Saturday, were you not?" 

But at this point Mr. Drever made an unexpected 
interruption. Hitherto he had, during the proceedings, 
been quietly but busily writing down the evidence, for 
use in the formal indictment which, as I afterwards 
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learned, Mr. Duke was to submit to the procurator- 
fiscal, whose deputy he was. 

" Mr Duke," said the dominie, " do you not think, 
in view of the importance of Kinlay's evidence, that it 
is advisable to administer the oath?" 

"Ah! you're right, dominie; yes, certainly," said 
Mr. Duke. 

" No, no," objected Bailie Thomson. " Why should 
this witness be treated differently from the others?" 

"Mr. Drever is right, Thomson," said Mr. Duke. 
" We must have the oath/' 

" I see no reason for it," said Bailie Thomson. " This 
is not a formal or judicial inquiry; it is a simple pre- 
cognition of witnesses." 

"I think, Mr. Thomson," mildly interposed the 
schoolmaster, *' that you will see a little later on the 
necessity of it. Besides, you must remember that 
Kinlay is already a prisoner on two separate charges." 

" Yes," said Mr. Duke, " both for smuggling and for 
having contravened the law of treasure trove." 

Then addressing Tom Kinlay he said: "Thomas 
Kinlay, you will now hold up your right hand and 
repeat these words distinctly after ma" 

Kinlay raised his hand above his head and repeated 
the solemn and impressive words of our Scotch ad- 
juration: 

" I swea/r by Almighty Ood, as I akaU answer to God 
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at the great day of judgment, that I will tell the truth, 
the whole truth, and nothi/ag but the truth. So help 
me, Oodr 

When this was done Mr. Duke leaned back in his 
chair and said: "Now, Mr. Thomson, if you please." 

" You were taken in the cave of Gaulton on Satur- 
day, were you not? " repeated Mr. Thomson, addressing 
Tom. 

Tom sullenly answered " Yes." 

"Now, tell us," the bailie continued, "when you 
entered that cave with your father and the crew of the 
St Magnus, whom did you find there?" 

Tom had first seen me when I was taken down to 
the cutter's boat, and no doubt he had believed that it 
was I who had guided the revenue men to the cavern. 
He, therefore, grasped at the interpretation implied by 
the bailie's question, and, whether intentionally or not, 
suppressed the fact that he was himself in the cave 
before the smugglers arrived. He merely said: 

" We didna find anybody in the cave." 

" That is strange," said Mr. Thomson. " Then you 
saw nothing of Ericson in the cave?" 

"Nothing, sir, until I saw him in the Clasper'a 
pinnace." 

" Of course we are to understand," observed Bailie 
Duke, " that Ericson might hide in the cave without 
being discovered by the smugglers. Lieutenant Fox 
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had better be questioned about his manner of arresting 
the lad;" and he looked towards the officer. 

Mr. Fox bent forward in his chair and said: "I first 
saw Ericson in the cave when, as I believe, he saved 
my life by knocking a pistol from Carver Kinlay's 
hand. I believe the lad was in there before the crew 
of the St Magnus" 

" Then that is proof sufficient that Ericson was hid- 
ing," said Mr. Thomson with an air of triumph. 

"Halcro! come forward, will you?" said Mr. Duke, 
" and stand beside Kinlay." 

I did as he requested, and then I was required to 
take the oath as Kinlay had taken it. Mr. Thomson 
looked satisfied. 

" Tell us, Ericson," said Bailie Duke, taking a pinch 
of snuff^, and then bending forward with his elbows on 
the table, "tell us this: When you bravely, and at 
the risk of breaking your neck, climbed down the 
North Gaulton Cliff to render assistance, as you sup- 
posed, to Thora Kinlay, did you find anyone in the 
cave?" 

"Yes, Mr. Duke," I answered with directness, "I 
found Tom Kinlay. He was alone and asleep." 

' You descended the cliff without the aid of ropes, 
I believe?" 

"Yes, sir." 

" Do you know any other lad in Pomona who could 
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have done such a thing? Kinlay, there, for in- 
stance?" 

" He might have done it, sir, but not in winter." 

" How, then, do you account for Kinlay getting into 
the cave?" 

" I suppose, sir, that he had my ropes;" and I pointed 
to the coil of rope on the table. 

"Now, further, do you recognize this gun?" 

"Yes; it is mine." 

" When did you last use it?" 

" Two days before I went away in the Falcon, more 
than two months since." 

There was a pause here and a passing of the snuff- 
box. Bailie Duke then turned to Kinlay, holding the 
viking's stone in his fingers. 

" Have you ever had this curious stone in your pos- 
session, Kinlay?" he asked. 

"Yes; I got it from my sister," replied Tom. 

"Ericson," asked Mr. Duke, "how came the stone 
in your possession on Saturday?" 

"Jessie and I found it at the head of the Cliff," I 
said. " It was that which made me believe that Thora 
was in the cave. She got the stone from me before I 
went away, and I thought she had maybe dropped it 
as she was getting over the cliff" 

" But what on earth could the lass want in the cave?" 
asked Mr. Thomson. 
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" She was unhappy at home," I explained, " and had 
threatened to run away. I supposed she had taken 
refuge in the cave." 

" Kinlay," said Mr. Duke, touching the coil of rope, 
" did you at any time make use of these lines to climb 
down the Gaulton cliffs? " 

Tom was silent. 

'* If you do not care to tell us that, then, perhaps, 
you will say if you happened to make use of this gun 
on the night on which Colin Lothian met his death?" 

Tom became perceptibly confused. 

"Mr. Duke," exclaimed Bailie Thomson, "what in 
the world are you driving at?" 

" I'm driving at the truth, Mr. Thomson," said Bailie 
Duke calmly, " and I think I see it. In the first place, 
you will observe, sir, that no motive whatever has 
been found which would induce Halcro Ericson to 
raise his hand against poor Colin Lothian. Now, on 
the contrary — and I can prove this by witnesses if you 
wish — it is certain that Kinlay had a quarrel with 
Lothian on the very day of the murder. Lieutenant 
Fox, who was witness of that quarrel, will be able to 
tell the reason of it. The reason was simply this — 
nothing else but this, Mr. Thomson — that it was Colin 
who let it out about the smuggling. It was what 
Lothian said in Oliver Gray*s inn that morning which 
led the oflScer to believe that Carver Kinlay kept a store 
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of illicit whisky in the Gaulton Cave. Is that so, Mr. 
Fox?*' 

" It b quite true," said the officer. 

" Now, it is useless to examine more witnesses in 
proof of what I say. All that may be considered in 
detail when the case comes before the procurator-fiscal. 
But Mr. Drever has found one witness whose evidence 
is of the greatest importance, and I will have that 
witness called. Macfarlane, bring in Thora Einlay. 
Ericson, my lad, sit down here with Mr. Drever.'* 

Stepping towards the schoolmaster I faced the door 
through which Macfarlane had disappeared, giving a 
pat of recognition to Colin Lothian's dog as I passed it. 
And now that door was reopened, and my dear school 
friend Thora came in. It was the first time I had 
seen her since her illness. She seemed taller and more 
stately, and I mutely marvelled at the delicate beauty 
of her fair face and at the brightness of her deep-blue 
eyes. 

Our eyes met, and we simply pronounced each other's 
name. "Halcro!" said she; "Thora!" said I. And 
then Colin Lothian's dog sprang about her skirts in 
joyful greeting, and followed her to the middle of the 
room. 

Bailie Duke, after a consultation with Mr. Drever, 
called Thora to the table and administered the oath. 
She pronounced the words with grave solemnity. 
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"I understand, Thora," said Mr. Duke, "that you 
know something concerning the death of Colin Lo- 
thian?" 

"Yes," said Thora. "I know all about it, Mr. 
Duke." 

" What ! You can tell how it happened ? You know 
who committed the deed?" 

Lothian's dog here licked her hand. She sent it 
away, and it wandered about the room until it came to 
Tom Kinlay. 

" Yes, I can tell you that," she replied. And then 
she turned round, pointing with accusing finger at Tom 
Kinlay, " Twas him that did it. I saw it all. See, 
even the dog kens its own master's blood' " 

At Kinlay's feet crouched Lothian's dog, snarling 
angrily as it looked at a stain on the young man's 
trousers. 

Consternation filled me as I heard this terrible accu- 
sation. Mr Drever alone of those present seemed 
unmoved; he alone seemed to have expected it. Tom 
Kinlay's face grew pale and haggard, and he almost 
tottered as he stood there with all eyes directed upon 
him. 

When the excitement had subsided, Mr. Duke looked 
towards Thora and asked her to tell all she knew, in 
her own way, find to omit no detail. She accordingly 
stepped a little nearer to the table, resting her hand 
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upon it, and gave her evidence in a clear, unfaltering 
voica Her narrative was to the following effect: — 

On the day of the commencement of the snow-storm 
Thora, who had not been to school since her illness, 
went over to Clouston to visit her young friend Hilda 
Paterson. When the storm came on she issued out of 
the cottage and took the road as far as Stenness, and 
over the undulating land of Sandwick, where the 
snow-wreaths were already so deep that often on her 
way she failed to recognize the landmarks. She trav- 
elled in uncertainty as to the direction she was taking, 
and felt utterly tired out — for she was not yet strong 
— when she came unexpectedly to a little cottage, and, 
to her dismay, found she had walked nearly three miles 
out of the direct road home. 

The cottage was a tiny building of rough stones, 
and the snow found its way inside through the wide 
crevices in the walls. It was the home of one Mary 
Firth, a lone old woman who earned her living by 
knitting stockings and burning kelp. Opening the door, 
Thora entered the only room. There was no one within 
and the fire was dead out, for Mary Firth had gone 
away that morning to Kirkwall to sell her stock of 
knitting. Thora was cold and hungry: she considered 
it impossible to reach Crua Breck before dark, and the 
snow was falling heavily, so she determined to wait 
till old Mary returned. She got a few pieces of dry 
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peat from a corner and piled them on the hearth, then 
sought for Mary's flint and steel, and proceeded to 
kindle a fire. Its warmth was comforting, and she sat 
there on a low stool until the peats glowed hot and 
the kettle began to boil Still Mary did not return. 
There was no tea to be found in the cupboard and the 
only particle of food was a piece of oaten bannock. 
There were a few raw potatpes, however, and Thora 
put some of these in the fire to roast. 

She was looking out at the falling snow through the 
little window, and expecting Mary, when in the dis- 
tance she saw the figure of a man walking in the direc- 
tion of Lynedardy farm, and bending forward as he 
fought against wind and snow. Behind him was a dog, 
and she knew at once that the man was Colin Lothiaa 

Now Thora had been anxious to meet the old wan- 
derer ever since I had told her of the wreck of the 
Umdine, and throwing her shawl over her head she 
ran out of the cottage to bid him enter and share the 
meal she had prepared. She had not gone far, how- 
ever, before she observed another person approaching 
old Lothian from the opposite direction. This was 
Tom Kinlay, and as she recognized him she paused 
and slowly retreated to the cottage without being ob- 
served, for she had no desire to meet him, or be seen 
by him at that moment. 

As she looked round the two men met aiid stoo4 
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face to face. The wind carried the sound of their 
voices towards her, and she heard angry words pass 
between them. Yet what they said was indistinct. 
She only gathered that they were quarrelling about 
something that Lothian had told to the excise officers. 
The dog barked at Kinlay, and he kicked the animal 
Finally, Tom allowed the old man to continue his way 
a few yards and shouted after him, "Well, anyhow, 
you'll tell no more;" and as he said these words he 
raised a gun to his shoulder and fired. 

The girl saw Lothian stagger and fall. Then Tom 
went and knelt down at the side of his victim as 
though he would complete his work with the knife he 
took from his belt. But, looking nervously round in 
tbe direction of the cottage, as though fearing that the 
report of the gun might bring some one out, he hurried 
away in the direction of the cliflFs, carrying with him a 
rope which was coiled over his shoulder. 

Already Thora had left the cottage, but Tom had 
not observed her. She ran through the snow towards 
the wounded man. The dog was yelping and running 
frantically about. 

The old man raised himself to a sitting posture as 
she stooped and supported his head. He did not re- 
cognize her until she spoke. 

"Where are you hurt, Colin?" she asked. "Do you 
not know me? Tm Thora." 
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He tried to place his hand on his side, and fell back 
helpless. 

" Can ye walk with me as far as Mary Firth's?" she 
said. 

" Nay, Thora, lassie," he murmured. " 111 not walk 
any more. My travelling is ower. The life flies out o' me." 

Thora wrung her hands, not knowing what to do. 
The darkness of night was coming on. They were far 
away from any dwelling, save the little cottage, and 
the snow-wreaths on the desolate moor were becoming 
every moment more impassable. 

" I will run to Stromness for Dr. Linklater," she said. 

"No, lassie, noj there's no use o' doing that," said 
Colin. " The doctor can do nothing. Go away home 
and let me die." 

"No, I canna leave you, Colin," she said woefully. 
" And how can I go home when my own brother has 
done this thing?" 

" Tom Kinlay is no brother o' yours, Thora!" gasped 
Colin. "Nor Carver your father!" 

" What do you mean, Colin ? Oh, what do you mean ? " 
cried she. " Carver not my father! Who is my father, 
then?" 

"Listen!" said Colin. 

But he had not strength to say more. He dropped 
his head back and groaned. And then she saw that 
he was dead. 

(669) X 
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She took the plaid from under him and spread it 
over his body to protect it from the snow. Then leav- 
ing the dog in charge of its dead master, she hurried 
first to the cottage to see if Mary Firth had returned. 
She wiped her hands of the blood that was on them, 
and made her way through the snow to Stromness. 

It was almost midnight when she arrived in the 
town, for her journey had been a long and a difficult 
one. All the houses were in darkness, and there was 
not a person to be seen in the deserted streets. She 
made her way to the school-house, and after much 
trouble succeeded in arousing Andrew Drever. But 
when the door was opened she had not strength to 
speak. She fainted from exhaustion as soon as she sat 
down in the kitchen. Mr. Drever gave her food, which 
revived her; but it was not until she had had several 
hours* sleep that she could recoupt even a part of what 
had occurred on the moor. But the schoolmaster under- 
stood this much, that Colin Lothian was lying dead 
near to Mary Firth's cottage, and, leaving the girl for 
a few minutes, he ran to Dr. Linklater*s and sent him 
to make further discoveries. 

Such was the substance of Thora*s evidence, though 
I have given it in fuller detail than as she delivered it 
to Mr. Duke. 

When she had been cross- questioned by Bailie 
Thomson the inquiry was closed by Mr. Duke, and the 
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case remitted to a higher court. Tom Kinlay was 
thereupon taken by Macfarlane to his prison-cell to 
await the delivery of the formal charge of murder. 

I was taking up my gun and preparing to leave 
when Andrew Drever requested me to remain in order 
to be present at the consideration of a further question 
that had arisen out of his investigations of the case. 
Mr. Duke remained in his chair, talking with Thora, 
while Bailie Thomson and Mr. Fox went out. Presently, 
however, I was somewhat surprised to see Captain 
Flett enter, with Peter Brown; and I could only con- 
jecture that there was now to be some explanation as 
to the meaning of the two boxes being on the table — 
the box out of the cave and the little chest from the 
Pilgrim. But what was said and done at this sup- 
plementary inquiry may well be reserved for another 
chapter. 



CHAPTER XL. 

EPHRAIM QUENDALE. 

TOM KINLAY is no brother of yours, Thora; nor 
Carver your father!" 
These words were ringing in my ears. What did 
they mean? 

I was questioning in my own mind what Colin could 
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have meant when Mr. Drever asked us all to sit at the 
table. He had some statement to make. 

Turning to Mr. Duke he said: 

"In the remarkable evidence just given by Thora — 
I will not now call her Thora Kinlay — you who heard 
it were no doubt astonished at the revelation made to 
her by Colin Lothian in his dying moments." 

" Yes, dominie," said Mr. Duke. " I have just been 
asking Thora what Colin could have meant Can you 
throw any light on the matter yourself?" 

" I believe we can throw some light on it, bailie, and 
perhaps you can help me to make the matter clear." 

The schoolmaster stood with his hand resting on the 
chest that had been brought from the cave. 

" First of all," said he, " I will ask if you remember 
Carver Kinlay *s arrival in the Mainland?" 

"Eight well do I remember it," said Mr. Duke. 
" He was cast ashore in the wreck of a Danish barque 
about a dozen years ago, or more. What was the ship's 
name, now?" 

"The Undine V suggested Mr. Drever. 

" Ay, that's just it, the Undine. And Sandy Ericson 
found Carver in some hole in the cliff two or three 
days after the wreck." 

" That was so," said Andrew. " And you will also 
mind that Carver was not alone in the cave. There 
was a child with him — a little girl." 
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"Yes, yes; I mind that now, Andrew. The child 
was Thora herself." 

" And that cave was the same that the smugglers 
were taken in on Saturday," said David Flett. 

" The very same," said the dominie. " And this box, 
here, has remained in the cave ever since the wreck. 
See, the ship's name is painted on it!" And he turned 
the box with the name outward. We read the word 
" UndineJ' 

The schoolmaster then opened the box and took 
from it a bundle of papers and a book, handing them 
to the bailie. "By these you will see, sir, that the 
barque Undine sailed from Glasgow, bound for Copen- 
hagen, and that her owner's name was Quendale — 
Ephraim Quendale, of Copenhagen. The ship s book 
will also show you that at Glasgow she took on board 
the man Carver Kinlay and his wife, his son Tom, and 
an infant girl." 

"The girl Thora—" put m Bailie Duke. 

" Wait a bit, sir," said Andrew, continuing. " There 
were four persons saved from the wreck in pilot Eric- 
son's boat These were Kinlay's wife and their boy 
Tom, a Danish seaman, and a gentleman passenger. 
That passenger, sir, was Ephraim Quendale himself, the 
owner of the ship, who, from what I gather, seems to 
have been returning to his native land, having been on 
a trip to Scotland with his young wife and their child. 
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On the morning after the wreck some bodies were 

washed ashore, and, if you will remember, amongst 

these was the body of a beautiful young woman, in whose 

arms was still clasped the shattered body of a little 

child. You see, Mr. Duke, there were two children on 

board the vessel, both of them girls, of about the same 

age^ The drowned woman was recognized by Quendale 

as his wife, and she was afterwards buried with the 

child in the old burying-ground of Yeskenaby. 

"Two days afterwards — that is to say on the fifth 

day after the wreck — Ephraim Quendale and the Danish 

sailor left Orkney." Here Andrew Driver put his hand 

in his breast-pocket and drew out a paper. " I have 

here," he said, "a letter that I got yesterday from widow 

Ericson. It is a letter addressed to her husband, Sandy 

Ericson, and it was written by Ephraim Quendale on 

the eve of his departure from Kirkwall to Copenhagen. 

I will read it: 

" * Pilot EiicsoD, — I have been fortunate enough to find a ship 
in this port bound for ray own land. We sail this morning for 
Copenhagen, and I shall not be able to see you to thank you 
personally for what you have done for me in my hour of misfor- 
tune. But I shall be back again in your island, please God, in a 
few weeks' time. I beg that you will do^ me the goodness to 
have my beloved wife's name, Thora Quendale, inscribed on the 
tombstone, and also that you will take charge of all wreckage 
that may be gathered from the remains of my poor ship. I grieve 
sorely that you were unable to find the body of the other child ; 
for I still have my doubts, notwithstanding that the woman 
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Kinlay was so positive that the child we buried was not her own. 
It was sad that the little head was so disfigured. The eyes would 
have proved all to me. My own darling's eyes were heavenly 
blue, like her mother's. Should you discover the other body, I 
beg you will write me a full description of its appearance and 
forward it by the first ship to me, at Copenhagen, in Denmark. 

*Ephraim Quendale.'" 

The schoolmaster handed the letter to Bailie Duke, 
who read it over to himself and asked a few questions 
regarding its contents. 

"Mr. Quendale never returned tg Orkney?" said 
he. 

" No," replied the dominie. 

"Strange! And did Pilot Ericson never hear from 
him?" 

"Never." 

"And what about the wreckage?" 

"There was none of special value," said Andrew. 
"This box that we have here is, I believe, the only 
thing of value that remained, and, as you know, it was 
only discovered a few days since." 

" But Kinlay appears to have known of it," observed 
Mr. Duke. 

"Certainly he knew of it," the dominie returned; 
" but its value consists in the papers it contains, most 
of them being in the Danish language, which Einlay 
was ignorant of. Had he known that tongue he would 
doubtless have seen that a large number of the docu-* 
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ments are drafts upon the National Bank of Denmark^ 
and other claims of value." 

"Very good, Andrew; we'll examine them after- 
wards," said the magistrate. "There was no other 
wreckage? no other bodies washed ashore?" 

" No. It was while he was looking out for further 
remains of the wreck that Sandy Ericson discovered 
Carver Kinlay in the Gaulton Cave, and with him the 
child we know as Thora." 

" Kinlay's own child, that is," observed the bailie. 

"I believe not, Mr. Duke," said Andrew. "She is 
the daughter of this Mr. Quendale, the owner of the 
wrecked ship." 

"Indeed! You believe that, Andrew?" 

" I firmly believe it." 

" Had we not better send for Mrs. Kinlay, to hear 
what she has to say on the matter?" said Mr. Duke. 

"Mrs. Kinlay is dangerously ill. However, I was 
at Crua Breck yesterday and saw her. It seems that 
when Sandy took the bairn to her, she, in her excite- 
ment at its recovery, claimed it as her own. There 
was no clothing on the child to identify it by, you 
see, and she did not discover her mistake for some 
hours after Sandy had gona But Sandy had told her 
that Mr. Quendale was to return to Pomona very soon, 
and Thora was kept there until her father should 
come back," 
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"But, Andrew, man, how do you explain their 
keeping Thora and bringing her up as their own bairn 
if, as you affirm, she was known to be the daughter of 
other parents?" 

"Simply in this way," said Mr. Drever; "Carver, 
you see, knew very well that Mr. Quendale was ex- 
pected back in Orkney. He kept the girl, as his wife 
confesses, hoping for a ransom from so wealthy a 
father. But having begun, very foolishly, by passing 
Thora off as his own bairn, he was obliged to continue 
to recognize her as such before folk, still believing 
that her true father would reappear." 

Bailie Duke was not altogether satisfied with this 
explanation. He turned to Thora and said: "Did 
Carver always treat you kindly, Thora — as a father?" 

Thora looked up appealingly to him, with tears on 
her cheek, saying: "No, Mr. Duke. He was good to 
me before folk; but he was very hard sometimes." 

" And your mother — I mean Mrs. Kinlay — was she 
good to you?" 

"She has aye been good to me; but not like a 
mother," said Thora, as plaintively as a lost lamb. 

"And you never suspected that she was not your 
true mother?" asked Mr. Duke. 

" Not till Colin Lothian spoke to me about it." 

"There is certainly some mystery about all this," 
said the bailie, turning to Andrew Drever. " But it 
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remains with us to communicate with this Mr. Quen- 
dale, if he is still alive." 

" He is not alive/' said Andrew, with conviction. 

" Oh, then, you know something of him ?" 

" Yes," said Mr. Drever; and here he turned to me 
and asked me, to my surprise, to relate all that had 
occurred during my solitary voyage in the Falcon. I 
did not see what possible application this could have 
to the case, or how it could be connected with the 
mystery of Thora's parentage. But I related my 
adventure. I told how David Flett had been knocked 
overboard, and of the mate and Jerry leaving me alone 
on the schooner; of my difficult navigation of her, and 
of my discovery of the Pilgrim. Here the school- 
master called the magistrate to give attention, and I 
guessed that it must be with the ill-fated ship that 
the mystery was to be in some way cleared. I told 
how I saw the supercargo seated at the table in the 
cabin, and how I had read the last entry in his log- 
book. 

Andrew Drever opened the book, which was before 
him, and passed it to Mr. Duke, saying: "You will 
observe, sir, that the last date written here is January, 
1831. Thirteen years ago." 

"Thirteen years ago!" exclaimed Mr. Duke, turning 
over the pages. "Ah! now I begin to see your appli- 
cation. Go on, Halcro." 
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I then spoke of finding the charts, and described 
how the Pilgrim had touched at Kirkwall. 

" She called at Kirkwall to put me ashore for hospi- 
tal," interposed Peter Brown. 

" What!" exclaimed Mr. Duke. "And are you going 
to say that this Pilgrim was the vessel in which Mr. 
Quendale sailed for Copenhagen?" 

" Copenhagen was the port she sailed for — calling at 
Akureyri, in Iceland," quietly explained the dominie. 
"Goon, Halcro." 

I then described the captain's room, and told of the 
man I had seen lying dead in the sleeping bunk. I 
spoke of the diamond ring. 

"Have you got that ring?" asked the magistrate. 

"Yes," I said, feeling in my waistcoat pocket and 
producing it from the folds of a piece of muslin. I 
handed it to the schoolmaster, whom I had not told 
about it before. He examined the sparkling stones 
and handed it on to Mr. Duke. I saw Mr. Duke 
eyeing it curiously. As he looked at the inner circle 
of gold a light came to his eyes. 

"Ah, hello!" said he. "There are some letters en- 
graved here. Can you read them, dominie ? The char- 
acters are foreign. It looks like German or Russian." 

Andrew took the ring nearer to the light. 

"The characters are Danish!" said he excitedly. 
" It is the name 'Thora Quendale T * 
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" Well, all this is unmistakable evidence/' said Mr. 
Duke. " I think you have proved, Andrew, that this 
passenger on the Pilgrim and the owner of the Undine 
were one and the same person. The ring is a lady's 
ring. Probably it belonged to Quendale's wife." 

"I think it likely that he took it from his dead 
wife's finger," said the schoolmaster, handing the ring 
back to me. 

" No, sir," I said. " The ring isna mine. It belongs 
now to Thora, and Thora shall have it;" and making 
my way towards her I took her fair hand in mine. 
White and smooth it was, like the hand of a lady, 
with long tapering fingers and shapely nails. A strange 
new sensation came over me as I held it in my own 
rough palm. My heart beat quicker, and I felt myself 
growing red in the face. 

" Take the ring, Thora, and wear it for the sake of 
those who have gone before;" and I slipped the glisten- 
ing ring upon her finger. 

" Thank you, Halcro!" she said, very softly. "Thank 
you! I will wear it for my father and mother's sake, 
and also for yours." 

"For my sake, Thora!" and I looked down into her 
eyes. There was an expression in them that I had 
not seen there before. I started back with a sudden 
recollection. Here before me I saw the same blue eyes, 
the same fair hair, the same beautiful face and rounded 
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neck that I had seen pictured in the locket that fell 
from the dead man's hand on board the Pilgrim! 
Here was proof added to proof. There could no longer 
be any doubt in my mind that Thora was indeed the 
daughter of the beautiful woman who was cast ashore 
at Inganess, and whose body now lay in the old 
neglected graveyard across the moor — the daughter of 
Thora and Ephraim Quendale. 



CHAPTER XLI. \ 

THE LAST OF THE KINLAYS. 

THORA QUENDALE— as I must now cair my 
young girl friend — returned that evening to her 
old home at Crua Breck. We walked together that 
far over the hardened snow; and many were the ques- 
tions she asked me concerning all that I had seen and 
learnt of her dead father. What was he like? Was 
he tall, and great, and noble as she imagined him? 
What was the colour of his hair? How old did I 
think he was? And did I suppose he had suflFered 
much in that dreadful ice-prison in the far north? To 
all of which I answered as best I could, with my very 
slight knowledge of the facts she was so much interested 
in. 0, if I had only known who that passenger was that 
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lay dead in the captain's room! I could perhaps have 
discovered more about him before the ship went down. 
As we walked side by side across the white moorland, 
my companion looked again and again at the glitter- 
ing ring on her finger. 

*' I am glad," I said, " that I happened to bring the 
ring away with me." 

" Ah! " she sighed. " I'd rather you had brought my 
mother's picture. That would have been more to me 
than anything else." 

"Alas!" I said. "But I did not know then that it 
was the picture of your mother, Thora; and I thought 
it would be wrong to take it from his hand. For it 
was perhaps the only thing he had to look upon in 
those weary long days in the ice-prison that could 
remind him of his happier times. I think it must 
have been the last thing his eyes rested upon while 
his life lingered." 

"Maybe you're right, Halcro," said she; "but I'd 
like to have seen the picture. Tell me," she continued, 
"d'ye know where my mother's grave is? " 

" Yes, well do I know it, and I'll take you to it some 
day when the snow is away." 

We walked along silently after this, and parted at 
the gate of Crua Breck farm. 

A few days after Bailie Duke's preliminary exami- 
nation of witnesses, the procurator-fiscal — the oflicial 
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by whom such inquiries are conducted in Scotland on 
behalf of the Crown — arrived from Kirkwall. The 
case had already been made clear in preparation for 
him, and he had little else to do than take the evidence 
formally and arrange it in legal order. 

The matter became somewhat involved with the 
action against the smugglers, for it transpired that 
Tom Kinlay had, after telling his father of the affair at 
the inn, been sent by Carver to spy on Colin Lothian, 
and to watch the cliffs and give an alarm in case the 
revenue authorities had determined to institute a plan 
of attack from the land. The evidence against him 
was too strong to admit of a doubt as to the ultimate 
issue of the examination, and a single day's inquiiy 
was sufficient to establish the case against him. He 
was accordingly carried off to Kirkwall, and there 
committed to prison on the charge of having " wilfully, 
wickedly, and with malice aforethought, murdered 
Colin Lothian by shooting him with a gun." 

The trial was awaited with much interest by the 
people of the Mainland. No one doubted that the 
prisoner would be found guilty of a capital offence. 
The only question that gave any one concern was the 
nature of the punishment that his guilt would merit 

But several weeks before the date fixed for the trial 
an event occurred which made all speculation super- 
fluous. One morning the rumour reached Stromness 
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that Tom Kinlay and all the smugglers had escaped 
from Kirkwall jail. At first this was generally dis- 
credited, for the building in which the men were con- 
fined was a notably strong one; but later reports con- 
firmed the rumour. The authorities had trusted more 
to the strength of the prison than to the vigilance of 
the guard; and one dark night, by the aid of some of 
their comrades outside and the treachery of one of the 
jailers, the prisoners effected an easy escape. Dodging 
through the narrow streets they went by various ways 
to the harbour, and there took forcible possession of a 
small brig that was lying at anchor in the bay. Be- 
fore the alarm spread the vessel was far out at sea 
beyond the possibility of pursuit. The escape was 
well planned, and as the brig was fully provisioned, 
her destination could only be surmised. It was com- 
monly believed that the fugitives would return to 
their old trade of smuggling, and, as the men's know- 
ledge of navigation was known to be extremely limited, 
it was not thought that they would venture upon a 
voyage to very distant parts. 

At this time I was away on a short trip in the Fal- 
con. We touched at the island of Eousay, and here we 
learnt that some smugglers in a strange brig had, two 
days earlier, made a daring raid upon one of the small 
villages, robbing the inhabitants of their most precious 
possessions. We heard a similar story at PapaWestray. 
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But it was not until our return to Stromness that we 
associated these piratical raids with Tom Kinlay and 
his companions. 

A few weeks afterwards a Glasgow barque, named the 
Surprise, put in at Stromness, and reported having, 
on passing one of the Outer Hebrides, rendered assis- 
tance to a wrecked vessel, which, though bearing another 
name, answered exactly to the description of the stolen 
brig. Among the passengers on the Surprise was 
Captain Gordon, who had left his ship, the Lydia, at 
Greenock, and was now on his way to Leith. He had 
gone out in the ship's boat to the wreck. One of the 
crew was saved, an Orkney man; but the rest were 
all lost, including, as we afterwards heard, young Tom 
Kinlay, whose career of crime was thus brought to an 
early termination. 

Mrs. Kinlay, who was a gentle and good woman, 
had much tribulation to bear up against in the un- 
happy deaths of her husband and son; and, having but 
little of the sympathy of her neighbours, she resolved 
to leave the island. Accordingly, as soon as she recov- 
ered her health, the farm, stock, and furniture at Crua 
Breck were sold, and the unfortunate widow took pas- 
sage over to Caithness, where she remained among her 
relatives for the rest of her days. 

A great dread came upon me when I heard that 
Mrs. Kinlay had left for Scotland. I thought that 
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Thora Quendale had gone with her, and that I had 
lost sight of my dear girl friend for ever. I feared 
even to ask if this was so; but passing along the road 
one evening, soon after we had dropped anchor in the 
bay, I chanced to meet Andrew Drever walking home 
with a string of trout hanging at his side. Having 
exchanged a few friendly remarks with me, he asked 
if I would go and spend the evening with him. ** Come 
and take some supper with us, lad," said he. '' Thora 
will be glad to see ya" 

"Thora!" I exclaimed. 

"Ay, Thora. Did you not know Thora lives with 
us now ? " 

"No; I thought she had gone to Caithness with 
Mrs. Kinlay." 

" Nay, nay," said Andrew; " Thora can look after her- 
self now, since we heard from Copenhagen. But come 
along as soon's you can, and well tell you all about 
it." And with that he trudged away humming a light- 
some tune. 
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CHAPTER XLIL 

A CHOICE AMONG THREE. 

NOT many minutes after I left the schoolmaster, 
when I was passing by the wharf, 1 met Jack 
Paterson. Jack was standing looking down into the 
water, with his two hands deep in his trousers pockets, 
and his face bearing an expression of curious indeci^ 
sion. 

"Hello, Jack, what's troubling you now?" I asked, 
approaching him. 

•'Troubling me! Well, I suppose it is troubling me, 
too. The fact is, Ericson, I've been asked to take 
command of the new pilota" 

" Well, man, that's surely nothing to look so gloomy 
about, is it?" 

"No, lad; and I wouldna trouble sae muckle if I 
could see my way clear to takin' the offer. But, ye 
see, Halcro, 1 canna do the piloting without a boat." 

"I see, I see. Ay, Jack, but that's a pity, man. 
And ye canna get the money towards buying the St 
Magnus f" 

"No; the 8t Magnus is for sale, I weel ken that, 
and she's a right good boat. But where can a poor 
^rofter body like me get the siller^ think ye?" 
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"'Deed, I dinna ken, Jack; but maybe the siller 
will come somehow. There's many a one in Orkney 
would advance ifc for you, surely. Dinna be cast down 
about it, man. What about your crew? " 

" Weel, I was thinkin' of yersel for one, Halcro?" 

"Of me!' 

" Ay, and Jimmie Crageen, and Ronald Ray from 
Kirbister, and Steenie Barrie; all o' them good honest 
men and weel acquainted wi' the Orkneys. What 
d'ye say, Halcro? Will ye join us? '* 

" I canna say. Jack. Ye see there's the Falcon. I 
couldna leave Davie Flett very well; though I'll not 
deny I'd rather be a pilot than anything else." 

" Weel, ye'U think of it any way; and if we can get 
the money, there's no doubt but we'll manage the busi- 
ness right enough." 

With that I left Jack on the wharf and continued 
my way, meditating upon this chance of fulfilling my 
ambition of being a Pomona pilot. 

I had not gone far, however, when I heard a quick 
step behind me. 

"Ericson, Ericson!" some one called. 

I turned and saw Lieutenant Fox following me in 
full uniform, and with a young midshipman attending 
him. He came up to me, and, after a few ordinary 
observations, said: 

" I wanted to ask you something, Ericson. We're 
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shorirhanded on the Claspery and we need the help of 
a man who knows these islands well; someone who 
knows all atout the people, and can be of service in 
keeping down the smuggling. Now, what dye say? 
Will you join us yourself? " 

"Tm afraid not, Mr. Fox," I replied, for I had 
already half made up my mind about the piloting, and 
with true Orkney instinct I clung to the old ways of 
my family. " I'm afraid not, sir. You see I'm aboard 
the Falcon just now, and if I leave Davie Flett it will 
only be to join the new pilots. But if you're needing 
a hand," I continued, thinking just then of Willie 
Hercus, " I can get you a lad that knows just about 
as much of the Orkneys as I do, one that has always 
wished to be a man-o'- war's man." 

** I'd rather have yourself, Ericson," said the officer. 
" Just think about it, will you ? It's a good opening 
for you, and you may yet reach the quarter-deck and 
become an admiral, and fly your own pennant before 
you're as old as Davie Flett. Let me know as soon 
as you decide. But if you can't join us, send your 
friend. Good evening!" 

As the young lieutenant walked away with a great 
clattering of his long sword, I looked at his laced 
cocked hat and his epaulettes, and fancied myself in 
a similar uniform. However, my native simplicity 
came to my rescue, and, good as this opportunity of 
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serving my Queen appeared, I yet thought fondly of 
the pilot's busy, perilous life. Something told me that 
it was my destiny to be a pilot, as my fathers for three 
generations had been before me. 

I went into Oliver Gray's inn, and there found my 
skipper, Davie Flett, awaiting me. H# was talking 
with a little old man, whom I soon recognized as Isaac 
the Dutch Jew, who had bought the viking's ruby 
from Tom Kinlay. When I entered, Isaac retired to 
a far corner of the parlour and watched me closely as 
I talked with Captain Flett. 

" Wlien do we sail, captain?" I asked, as I sat down 
beside the skipper. * 

"To-morrow night," said he. And I judged that 
I should now have to determine without delay which 
of. the three appointments I should take — remain with 
Flett, join the revenue cutter, or become a pilot. 

"I've just been speaking with Lieutenant Fox of 
the Clasper" 1 said. " He wants me to go into the 
revenue business.'* 

'* Ay! and so you're to be a blue-jacket, eh?" mused 
Flett, without offering any objection to my leaving 
the Falcon, 

" No," I replied, " I'm not sure yet that I'll join them, 
captain. The fact is, I have also seen Jack Faterson, 
and he wants me to become a pilot." 

" That's more in your line, my lad. Tak' my advice 
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and joiu the pilots, Ye'll do better as a pilot than 
anything else. It's in your blood. As for the Falcon, 
I said when you came aboard us that you could easily 
leave if you chanced upon something better. We can 
soon get another lad to fill your berth. Maybe ye ken 
a lad yerseF ^hat would come aboard us?" 

"Ay, that I do," I responded. "There's Robbie 
Rosson, he'd be glad of the chance." 

" Bring him to me then, Halcro, and we'll take him 
along with us next trip to see if he likes ii" 

Here was a fortunate opportunity. By my own 
advancement I was to be the means of helping my 
two school companions. Willie Hercus was to join 
the revenue cutter; Robbie Rosson was to go aboard 
the Falcon. As for myself, I may say that it was 
a foregone conclusion with me that I should take to 
the piloting. 

"Has Paterson got a boat yet, Halcro?" asked the 
skipper. 

" No, that is his one difficulty. He wants the money. 
I wish I could only get some money from some- 
where." 

Captain Flett lapsed into silence, as though, acting 
in his customary fashion, he was contriving in his 
mind how best to secure a pilot-boat for Jctck Paterson. 

Presently the old Jew edged nearer to us and said 
to me: 
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" Did I hear you say you vant money, mine young 
friend?" 

"That's a thing a good many folk want/* said L 
"Why?" 

" Vy? Oh, just because I tink you have got some- 
ting vort a great lot of money. Dot littlp black stone 
you showed me; long time ago, you know." 

Here Captain Flett interposed, speaking with Is€iac 
in Dutch. A long conversation followed in that lan- 
guage, during which Flett asked me for my viking's 
stone. The old Jew took the talisman in his long 
fingers. He regarded it as though he were familiar 
with its structure, twisting it round and screwing the 
thin band of gold that encircled it. Then a very won- 
derful thing happened. He gave the stone a few taps 
upon the table and the metal ring fell off. .The stone 
dropped open in two pieces like a shell, and in the 
heart of it appeared a bright clear gem that sparkled 
in the light of the oil lamp hanging above us. I looked 
on in dumb amazement 

This stone, Jarl Haffling's talisman, that I had 
carried about with me so long, fondly believing that 
it had the power to protect me from all perils, was it 
no talisman after all ? I doubted it now. Whatever 
dangers I had gone through had been surmounted by 
no aid from this supposed amulet, but simply by my 
own endeavours. But useless as it no doubt was in 
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this particular, I could well imagine that the bright 
diamond which had been so cunningly inclosed within 
its hard stony shell might be of considerable value. 
That it was of great value I soon discovered from "* 
what the old Hebrew informed me. He took from 
his inner pocket a tiny pair of scales, and proceeded 
to weigh the glittering jewel in the balance. Then 
he made some calculations on a dirty piece of paper, 
speaking as he did so in Dutch with Captain Flett. 

"D'ye want to sell the thing, Halcro?" said the 
skipper. "He says he canna buy it himseF, but he 
kens its value. He*s the agent of a diamond merchant 
in Amsterdam.'* 

I hesitated to answer, reflecting upon my need of 
money. My mother was poor; I could help her by 
selling this thing, and then, if I should get for it more 
than sufficed for her immediate needs, was there not 
this pilot-boat to buy? I might be able to become part 
owner of the St Magnus. 

'* What does he say the diamond is worth?" I asked 
of Flett. 

The sum he named astonished me. I could scarcely 
contain my wonder at the thought of it. 

'* Five hundred guineas," answered Flett. 

Five hundred guineas! Why, that was a fortune. 

"Would you give me that much for it?" I asked, 
looking at old Isaac. 
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"Ah! mine young man, you tink me rich. 1 could not 
offer you five hundred shilling for the stone. I only 
tell you it is vort so much." 

He thereupon replaced the gem within its covering 
of stone, drew on the band of gold again, and returned 
to me my talisman in its original condition. Then he 
drank the gin that was in the glass before him, and 
put back his little scales into his pocket Before leav- 
ing us he handed me a little card on which was inscribed 
the name of a diamond merchant in Amsterdam. 

" You are a sailorman," he said, buttoning up his coat. 
" You may be in Amsterdam one day. If you go to 
dat address dey vill buy the stone from you; but do 
not take one groschen less dan five hundred guineas. 
Good day, mynheer!" And he went out. 

"Weel," said Davie Flett, "I must say that's a queer 
auld fellow." 

" He seems to have turned honest," I said. 

"The auld scoundrel has taken a liking for you, 
Halcro," said the skipper, smiling. 

"But," said I, "I almost wish he had bought the 
diamond." 

" Nonsense, lad » keep it and bide ye*re time. Besides, 
you forget the dominie's ' Law of Treasure Trove.' " 

" Ah, yes, I suppose I would only be entitled to a 
third of the money after all," I said. "But what 
about the pilot-boat?" 
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" That will be all square, my lad. Did they not tell 
you that I had bought the St, Magnus?'* 
"No! do you really mean that, captain?" 
" Certainly I mean it. And you and Jack Paterson 
can start the piloting as soon's ye like." 

That night, as I sat at Andrew Drever's fireside 
talking of Jarl Haffling's talisman, Thora Quendale 
told us how, when one day after her illness she was 
sitting in an arm-chair, with the stone dangling by a 
string from her hand, she fell asleep before the warm 
fire. She was awakened by hearing a footstep in the 
room; it was Tom Kinlay^s. She felt for the stone, 
but it was gone. Tom had stolen it. This was how 
it came into his possession. Evidently it was by a 
mere accident that he left it at the top of the cliff, 
before going down to the cave, after the death of 
Colin Lothian. 

That night, too, Andrew Drever told me, as he had 
promised to do, how he had received news from 
Copenhagen concerning Thora; how the insurance 
money on the ship Undine and on Mr. Quendale's 
life was to revert to Thora. This would surely make 
her a wealthy woman. But the business connected 
with this, and the inheritance of her father's real and 
personal property, required that Thora should go to 
Copenhagen to establish her claims in person at the 
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chancery courts of Denmark. Mr Drever was inter- 
esting himself specially on her account in the capacity 
of a guardian, and he was soon to accompany her to 
Denmark and leave her there, probably for several 
years. 

CHAPTER XLIIL 
thora's answer. 

IT was a fresh, breezy, August afternoon. In the open 
sea, far out, east of the Skerries, we were scudding 
along blithely, with a flock of sea-gulls flying wantonly 
in our wake. The low hills of the Orkneys rose like 
a faint haze on the horizon to westward. Light waves, 
touched with green, curled over into snowy spray 
about our sides as our boat bent over and plunged 
buoyantly through them. Blue was the far-stretching 
sea, and bluer still the summer sky. Away to the 
eastward, whither our bowsprit pointed, a white-sailed 
clipper grew larger as we approached her. The Danish 
ensign flew at her mizzen; the familiar signal for 
a pilot streamed from her fore-peak. My heart beat 
quicker, telling me who was aboard this fair vessel as 
nearer and nearer we drew. Now we could distin- 
guish the tiny figures moving aboat her yards, as one 
by one her studding-sails were taken in. Sitting in 
the stern-sheets of my own pilot-boat, I watched and 
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watched for some sign on the ship's quarter-deck. At 
last a white object appeared over the rail, waving 
with regular motion. I took out my handkerchief 
and unfurled it in reply, still with faster beating 
heart. 

"Lower away, my lads!" I cried, putting the helm 
to starboard. 

"Ay, ay, sir," responded Willie Hercus, who had 
left the Clasper and was now our mate. Then down 
fell our sails, flapping loud in the breeze, and out 
went our long sweeping oars. 

We crept in under the vessel's counter; a rope was 
thrown to us, and in a few moments I was on her 
quarter-deck, standing all trembling and nervous be- 
fore a tall beautiful woman, whose deep-blue eyes and 
fair, breeze-blown hair were all that I could see — 
everything else was lost to me. 

"Halcro!" she exclaimed, holding out her two sun- 
burnt hands in greeting. 

" Thora! " I murmured, taking her hands in mine. 

"You have expected me, then?" she said, as I drew 
her gently to the rail to let the sailors pass. 

We stood there, looking into each other's face, in 
which the four years that had passed since our last 
meeting had left their maturing touch. 

" I have been expecting you these two months past," 
I said, looking wistfully over the sea. "There has 
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never come a ship from Demnark but I have boarded 
her, hoping to see you." 

''Well, you see me at last, and am I altered?" 

" You are only more beautiful, Thora, more womanly. 
And so you are coming back to Pomona to visit us 
again?" 

"No, not to visit you, Halcro. I am homeward 
bound this time. I am never going to leave old Ork- 
ney again. My schooling is over, and there is no one 
left in Copenhagen now to keep me there. I am 
going to settle down in some cottage near our dear sea 
clifis, where I can see the ships passing from my gar- 
den-seat and dream my life away in pleasant solitude." 

"In solitude!" I stammered; then shyly asked: 
" Did you not get my last letter, Thora? " 

"What! the one in which you told me of Jessie's 
marriage to Captain Gordon, and that the dominie had 
retired from his school, and that .you were promoted 
to captain, and had called your new boat the Thoraf 
Tes, certainly, I got ii" 

" But there was something else I said in it, Thora — 
something more important to me than these things you 
speak of. Did you not read that part? " 

Thora looked meekly down at the white planks of 
the deck, her cheeks growing rosy and her breath com- 
ing quick. Then turning her eyes aft towards the 
steering- wheel, she said, crossing the decls;: 
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" Captain Elricson, do you not think you should be 
attending to the piloting of this ship? " 

"No," I said, following her across to the lee side, 
where the great mizzen sail shielded us from the view 
of others on board. "No; my mate, Willie Hereus, is 
looking after that. I am off duty to-day. I am here 
not as pilot; I have come out to welcome you homa" 

Then, after a long silence, during which we both 
looked overboard upon the dancing waves, where the 
porpoises rolled in play, and the gulls dipped lightly 
on balanced wings, I said: 

" Thora, you did not answer all my letter when you 
wrote. Tou were not offended, were you, by what I 
said?" 

" I know what you mean, Halcro," she said, resting 
her hand upon the rail and turning her eyes full upon 
me, " I was not offended, or I should not now be here. 
I did not answer you in writing. I have come to 
answer you in person." 

She put her hand in mine, and added the one word: 
"Yea" 

And that was the answer that Thora spoke on that 
summer day, long ago, as we stood together on the 
ship that brought her over from the home of her 
fathers to the land in the northern seas that was more 
truly her own. And the ship. sailed on, over the blue 
waters and through breezy sounds and among verdant 
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isles; into sunlit fiords, where the sea-birds flew; on, 
under the dark weather-beaten cliffs and lofty rocks, 
where the cormorant sat perched on high. And at last, 
as the dusk of the evening gathered and the light of 
the sunset silvered the waters, down went the chain 
with rattling noise, and we came to an anchor in the 
peaceful haven of Stromness, 



THE END. 
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BLACKIE & SON'S 
BOOKS FOE YOUNO PEOPLE. 



" Here we have Mr. George Hen ty— the Boy's Own Author.'— PttncA. 



BY G. A. HENTY. 

Redskin and Cow-boy: A Tale of the Western Plains. By 
G. A. Henty. With 12 page Illustrations by Alfred Pearse. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

The central interest of this story is found in the many adventures of 
Hugh Tunstall, a Cumberland lad who finds it necessary to flee from his 
uncle's house. He makes his way to New York, and from thence goes 
south-west to the wildest districts of Texas. After various exciting ex- 
ploits he accompanies a frontiersman on a hunting expedition on the Plains, 
and then seeks employment as a cow-boy on a cattle ranche. His experi- 
ences during a "round up" present in picturesque form the toilsome, ex- 
citing, adventurous life of a cow-boy ; while the perils of a frontier settle- 
ment are vividly set forth in an Indian raid, accompanied by pillage, 
capture, and recapture. Subsequently, the hero joins a waggon-team, 
with which he crosses through the Indian territory into Mexico, where the 
interest of the story is sustained in a fight with and capture of brigands. 
This story is packed full of breezy adventure. 

The Dash for Khartoum: A Tale of the Nile Expedition. 
By Gr. A. Henty. With 10 page Illustrations by John Schonberg 
and J. Nash, and 4 Plans. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine 
edges, 6s, 

In the record of recent British history there is no more captivating page 
for boys than the story of the Nile campaign, and the attempt to rescue 
General Gordon. For, in the difficulties which the expedition encountered, 
in the perils which it overpassed, and in its final tragic disappointments, 
are found all the excitements of romance, as well as the fascination which 
belongs to real events. It is this memorable campaign, then, which Mr. 
Henty has chosen as the central theme of his romance, and it is his con- 
summate skill in the presentation of the actual vivid facts which constitutes 
its chief interest. This is a book which will hold the boy spell-boimd who 
loves daring deeds, and danger, and the clash of deadly fight. 

A 
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BLACKIE ds SON'S BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 

BY G. A. HENTY. 

' Mr. Henty is one of the best of story-tellers for young people," —Spectator. 



By England's Aid: Or, The Freeiug of the Netherlands 
(1585-1604). By G. A. Henty. With 10 fuU-page Illustrations 
by Alfred Feabse, and 4 Maps. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 
olivine edges, 6«. 

"Boys know and love Mr. Henty's books of adventure, and will welcome his 
tale of the Freeing of the Netlierlands."— ^t/je>uKttm. 

"The story is told with great animation, and the historical material is most 
effectively combined with a roost excellent plot. The maps and woodcuts are 
excellent illustrations."— Saturday Heview. 

" Here you have wars and rumours of wars, the defence of Sluys, the capture 
of Breda by a marvel of strategy, and the battle of Ivry, with shipwrecks and 
escapes from the Barbary corsairs, and the abduction of the loveliest heiress in 
Spnin."—Natiotial Observer. 

By Right of Conquest: Or, With Cortez lu Mexico. By 
G. A. Henty. With 10 page Illustrations by W. S. Stagey, and 
2 Maps. Crown Svo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

"Mr. Henty's skill has never been more convincingly displayed than in this 
admirable and ingenious story."— Saturday Review. 

" By Right of Conquest is the nearest approach to a perfectly successful histori- 
cal talc that Mr. Henty has yet published."— .4cade?nj/. 

" The best of Mr. Henty's books published this season,— picturesque and warm 
in colouring, as the country it describes, with just the right proportion of history 
and romance."— G'mpAic. 

With Lee in Virginia: A story of the American avil 
War. By G. A. Henty. With 10 page Illustrations by Gortx)n 
Browne, and 6 Maps. Crown Svo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6<. 

" The story is a capital one and full of variety, and presents us with many 
picturesque scenes of Southern life. Young Wiugfleld, who is conscientious, 
spirited, and ' hard as nails,-' would have been a man after the very heart of 
Stonewall Jackson." — Times. 

" This is one of the best stories for lads which Mr. Henty has yet written. The 
picture is full of life and colour, and the stirring and romantic incidents which 
marked the struggle ace most skilfully blended with the personal interest and 
charm of the sUivy."— Standard. 

By Pike and Dyke: A Tale of the Eise of the Dutch Re- 
public. By G. A. Henty. With 10 page Illustrations by Maynard 
Brown, and 4 Maps. Crown Svo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

"The mission of Ned to deliver letters from William the Silent to his adherents 
at Brussels, the fight of the Good Venture with the Spanish man-of-war, the battle 
on the ice at Amsterdam, the siege of Haarlem, are all told with a vividness and 
skill, which are worthy of Mr. Henty at his hesV— Academy. 

" Ned Martin comports hin^self throughout the struggle as a hero should. The 
story has, of course, plenty of life, and the maps and plans are excellent."— 
At/ierueufn. 
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BLACKIE A SOWS BOOKS FOR YOUNQ PEOPLE. 



BY G. A. HENTY. 

"Surely Mr. Henty should understand boys' tastes better than any man living." 
—The Times. 

With Clive in India: Or, The BeginniDgs of an Empire. 
By G. A. Henty. With 12 full-page Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 65. 

" In this book Mr. Henty has contrived to exceed himself in stirring adventures 
and thrilling situations. The pictures add greatly to the interest of the book."— 
Saturday Review. 

" Among writers of stories of adventure for boys Mr. Henty stands in the very 
first rank. Those who know something al)out India will be the most ready to 
thank Mr. Henty for giving them this instructive volume to place in the hands 
of their children."— iicad«n»y. 

The Lion of St. Mark: A Tale of Venice in the Fourteenth 
Century. By G. A. Henty. With 10 full-page Illustrations by 
Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

" Every boy should read The Lion of St. Mark. Mr. Henty has never produced 
any story more delightful, more wholesome, or more vivacious. From first to 
last it will be read with keen enjoyment."— TAe Saturday Review. 

"Mr. Henty has probably not published a more interesting story than The 
Lion of St. Mark. He has certainly not published one in which he has been at such 
pains to rise to the dignity of his subject"— 2'Ae Academy. 

Under Drake's Flag: a Tale of the Spanish Main. By 
G. A. Henty. Illustrated by 12 full-page Pictures by Gordon 
Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. . 

"There is not a dull chapter, uor, indeed, a dull page in the book; but the 
author has so carefully worked up his subject that the exciting deeds of his 
heroes are never incongruous or absurd. "--06«en?«r. 

"Just such a book, indeed, as the youth of this maritime country are likely to 
prize highly."— Daiiy Telegraph. 

Bonnie Prince Charlie: A Tale of Fontenoy and Cullodeu. 
By G. A. Henty. With 12 full-page Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

"Ronald, the hero, is very like the hero of Quentin Durward. The lad's 
Journey across France with his faithful attendant Malcolm, and his hairbreadth 
escapes from the machinations of his father's enemies, make up as good a 
narrative of the kind as we have ever read. For freshness of treatment and 
variety of incident, Mr. Henty has here surpassed himself. "—Spectator. 

" A historical romance of the best quality. Mr. Henty has written many more 
sensational stories, but never a more artistic one."— Academy. 

For the Temple: a Tale of the Fail of Jerusalem. By 
G. A Henty. With 10 full-page Illustrations by S. J. Solomon, 
and a Coloured Map. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

" Mr. Henty's graphic prose pictures of the hopeless Jewish resistance to Roman 
sway adds another leaf to his record of the famous wars of the world. The book 
is one of Mr. Henty's cleverest efforts."— GrapAic. 

**The story is told with all the force of descriptive power which has made the 
author's war stories so famous, and many an ' old boy ' as well as the younger 
ones will delight in this narrative of that awful page of history."— CAurcA Times. 
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BY Q. A. HENTY. 

*' AmoBff writers of itories of adTeniore for boys Mr. Henty stands in the rery 
flm nnk,— Academy. 

The Lion of the North: A Tale of Gustavus Adolphus and 
the Www of Religion. By G. A. Hknty. With 12 page Pictures 
by J. ScHoNBEBG. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

" As we might expect from Mr. Henty the tale is a clever and instructive piece 
of history, and as boys may be trusted to read it con«;ientiou8ly, th^ can hardly 
fftil to be profited as well as pleased."— 7%« Time». 

" A praiseworthy attempt to interest British youth in the great deeds of the 
Scotch Brigade in the wars of Gustavus Adolphus. Mackay, Hepburn, and Munro 
live again in Mr. Henty's pages, as those deserve to live whose disciplined bands 
formed really the germ of the modem British tiTmy."—Athenceum. 

The Young Carthaginian: A story of the Times of 

Hannibal. By G. A. Hentt. With 12 full-page Illustrations by 
C. J. Staniland, R.I. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

*• The effect of an interesting story, well constructed and vividly told, is en- 
hanced by the picturesque qnaUty of the scenic background. IiYom first to last 
nothing stays the interest of tb. narrative. It bears us along as on a stream, 
whose current varies in direction, but never loses its force."— -Safttniay Review. 

"Ought to be popular with boys who are not too ill instructed to be affected 
by a graphic picture of the days and deeds of H.BxadbBl."—Aikenmim. 

With Wolfe in Canada: Or, The winning of a Continent. 
By G. A. Hentt. With 12 full-page Illustrations by Gordon 
Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

**A model of what a boys' story-book should be. Mr. Henty has a great power 
of infusing into the dead facts of history new life, and as no pains are q>ai'ed by 
him to ensure accuracv in historic details, his books supply useful aids to study 
as well as amusement. —iS<;Aoo{ Guardian. 

" It is not only a lesson in history as instructively as it is graphically told, but 
also a deeply interesting and often thrilling tale of adventure and peril by flood 
and field. '—Jtttttftraeed London Nevn. 

In Freedom's Cause: A story of Wallace and Bruce. By 
G. A. Henty. With 12 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

"Mr. Henty has broken new ground as an historical novelist His tale of the 
days of Wallace and Bruce is full of stirring action, and will commend itself to 
boys. "—Athenceum. 

"Scarcely anywhere have we seen in prose a more lucid and spirit-stirring 
description of Bannockbum than the one with which the author fittingly closes 
his volume."— i>uw%/irie« Standard. 

True to the Old Flag: A Tale of the American War of 
Independence. By G. A Henty. With 12 full-page Illustrations 
by GoBDON Bbowne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant^ olivine edges, 6«. 

" Does justice to the pluck and determination of the British soldiers. The son 
of an American loyalist, who remains true to our flag, falls among the hostile red- 
skins in that very Huron country which has been endeared to us by the exploits 
of Hawkeye and Chingachgook."— I%e Times. 

" Mr. Henty^ extensive personal experience of adventures and moving incidents 
by flood and field, combined with a gift of picturesque narrative, make his books 
always welcome visitors In the home circle."— i)a% News. 
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BY G. A. HENTY. 

" Mr. Henty is one of our most successful writers of historical tales."— jScotoman. 



Through the Fray: A story of the Luddite Kiots. By 
G. A. Henty. With 12 full-page Illustrations by H. M. Paget. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

" Mr. Henty inspires a love and admiration for straightforwardness, truth, and 
courage. This is one of the best of the many good books Mr. Henty has produced, 
and deserves to be classed with his Facimg DecUh."— Standard. 

" The interest of the story never flags. Were we to propose a competition for 
the best list of novel writei-s for boys we have little doubt that Mr. Henty's name 
would stand first"— «/ouma2 of Education. 

Captain Bayley'S Heir: A Tale of the Gold Fields of Cali- 
fornia. By G. A. Henty. With 12 full-page Illustrations by 
H. M. Paget. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

"A Westminster boy who makes his way in the world by hard work, good 
temper, and unfailing courage. The descriptions given of life are just what a 
healthy intelligent lad should delight in."— St. James's Gaaette. 

"The porti-aits of Captain Bayley, and the head-master of Westminster school, 
are adnurably di-awn; and the adventures in California are told with that vigour 
which is peculiar to Mi*. Henty."— TAe Academy. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD. 



A Rough Shaking. By George Mac Donald. With 
12 full-page Illustrations by W. Parkinson. Crown Svo, cloth 
elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

*' It would be impossible to read one of Dr. Mac Donald's books without getting 
therefrom some noble lessons of truth, honour, and charity for man, and the 
author will thank us for adding— beast also. A Rough Shaking is a very happy 
specimen of his vfork."— Spectator. 

"One of Mr. Mac Donald's wonderful and charming stories.*'— -4 tAencewm. 

" One of the very best books for boys that has been written. It is full of mate- 
rial peculiarly well adapted for the young, containing, as it does in a marked 
degree, the elements of all that is necessary to make up a perfect boys' book. It 
is absorbingly interestin^r. not one dull page in all the 400 of which the volume is 
made up."— Teachers' Avd. 



BY 8. BARING-GOULD. 



Grettir the Outlaw: a story of Iceland. By S. Baring- 
Gould, author of " John Herring," " Mehalah,*' &c. With 10 full- 
page Illustrations by M. ZsNO Diemer, and a Coloured Map. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, oHvine edges, 6«. 

^ A foremost place in the boys' flcUon of the season must be given to QretHr 
the Outlaw.'^— Oldbe. 

" Is the boys' book of its year. That is, of course, as much as to say that it 
will do for men grown as well as juniors. It is told in simple, straightforward 
English, as all stories should be. and it has a fi-eshness, a freedom, a sense of sua 
and wind and the open air, which make it irresistible."— <SSoois Observer. 
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BLACKlB * SOirs BOORS POR tOlTNCf PEOPLE, 



BY GEORGE MANVILLE FENN. 

" Mr. Fenn stands in the foremost rank of writers in this department."— Dai2y 

NewH. 

Quicksilver: Or, a Boy with no Skid to his Wheel. By 
Georob Manvillk Fenn. With 10 full-page Illustrations by 
Frank Dadd. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6*. 

" Quicksilver is little short of an inspiration. In it that prince of story- writers 
for ))oys— George Manville Fenn— has surpassed himself. It is an ideal book for 
a boy's library."— Practical Teacher. 

** The story is capitally told, it abounds in graphic and well described scenes, 
and it has an excellent and manly tone throughout" — The Guardian. 

Dick O' the Fens: A Romance of the Great East Swamp. By 
G. Manville Fenn. With 12 full-page Illustrations hy Fbank 
Dadd. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

«* We conscientiously believe that boys will find it capital reading. It is full 
of incident and mystery, and the mystery is kept up to the last moment It ia 
rich in effective local colouring; and it has a historical Intereat"— Times. 

" Deserves to be heartily and unreservedly praised as regards plot, incidents, 
and spirit It is its author's masterpiece as yet."— Spectator. 

Devon Boys: A Tale of the North Shore. By G. Manville 

Fenn. With 12 full -page Illustrations hy Gordon Browne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s, 

"An admirable story, as remarkable for the individuality of its young heroes 
as for the excellent descriptions of coast scenery and life in North Devon. It is 
one of the best books we have seen this season." — Athenamm. 

The Golden Magrnet : A Tale of the Land of the Incas. By 
G. Manville Fenn. Illustrated hy 12 full-page Pictures hy (Gor- 
don Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, Qs, 

" There could be no more welcome present for a boy. There is not a dull pi^e 
in the book, and many will be read with breathless interest 'The Golden Mag- 
net' is. of course, the same one that attracted Baleigh and the heroes of West- 
ward Ho I"— Journal of Education. 

In the King's Name: Or, The Cruise of t\ieKeBtrd. By 

G. Manville Fenn. Illustrated hy 12 full-page Pictures hy 

Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

" A capital boys' story, full of incident and adventure, and told in the lively 
style in which Mr. Fenn is such an adept "—CTo6«. 



' The best of all Mr. Fenn's productions in this field. It has the great quality 
or always 'moving on/ adventure following adventure in constant successfon."— 
Daily Jsews. 



Bunyip Land: The Story of a Wild Journey in New Guinea. 

By G. Manville Fenn. With 12 full -page Illustrations by 

Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6». 

" Mr. Fenn deserves the thanks of everybody for Bunyip Land, and we may ven- 
ture to promise that a quiet week may be reckoned on whilst the youngsters have 
such fascinating literature provided for their evenings' amuBement,'*— Spectator* 
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BLACKIE <fc SON'S BOOKS FOR YOtTNQ PEOPLE. 



NEW EDITION OF THE UNIVERSE. 



The Universe: Or, The infinitely Great and the Infinitely Little. 
A Sketch of Contrasts in Creation, and Marvels revealed and 
explained by Natural Science. By F. A. Pouchet, m.d. With 
272 Engravings on wood, of which 55 are full-page size, and a 
Coloured Frontispiece. Tenth Edition, medium 8vo, cloth elegant, 
gilt edges, 7«. 6rf.; also morocco antique, 16«. 

" We can honestly coraraend Professor Pouchet's book, wliich is admirably, as 
it is copiously illustrated."— TAe Tivnea. 

'* This book is as interesting as the most exciting romance, and a great deal 
more likely to be remembered to good purpose."— Standard. 

•'Scarcely any book in French or in English is so likely to stimulate in the 
young an interest in the physical phenomena."— Forftit^/itfy lieoiew. 



Two Thousand Years Ago: Or, The Adventures of a Roman 
Boy. By Professor A. J. Chubch. With 12 full-page Illustrations 
by Adrien Marie. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6s. 

*' Adventures well worth the telling. The book is extremely entertaining as 
well as useful, and there is a wonderful freshness iu the Komau scenes and 
characters. "—The Times. 

" We know of no book which will do more to make the Romans of that day live 
again for the English reader."— C?uardMi». 



The Log of the "Flying Fish:" a story of Aerial and 

Submarine Peril and Adventure. By Harry Colling wood. With 

12 full-page Illustrations by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth 

elegant, olivine edges, 6s, 

"The Flying Futh actually surpasses all Jules Verne's creations; with incred- 
ible speed she Hies through the ah', skims over the surface of the water, and dai'ts 
along the ocean bed. We strongly recommend our school-boy friends to possess 
themselves of her \og."—Atheiu3bum. 



Under False Colours. By Sarah Doudney. With 12 full- 
page Illustrations by G. G-. Kilburnb. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 
olivine edges, 6«. 

" A charmini; story, uUounding in delicate touches of sentiment and pathos. It 
will be read u ith a warm interest by every girl who takes it \xp."—Seotgman. 

"Sarah Douduey has no superior as a writer of liigh-toned stories— pure in 
style, original in conception, and with skilfully wrought-out plots; but we have 
seen nothing from her pen equal in dramatic energy to this hook.."— Christian 
Leader. 



Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe. Illustrated by 100 
Pictures by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 6«. 

"One of the best issues, if not absolutely the best, of Defoe's work which has 
ever appeared."— TA« Standard. 

'* The best edition I have come across for years. If you know a boy who hns 
not a 'Robinson Crusoe.' just cLince at any one of these hundred illustrations, 
and you will go no furtlier afield in search of a present for him."— TrutA. 
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MLACJUB Jk SOU'S BOOMS FOR YOITNG PSOPLB. 



BY Q. A. HENTY. 

*' The brightest of all the living writers whose office it is to enchant the boys." 

•—ChrieUan Leader. 

Held Fast for England: A Tale of the Siege of Gibraltai-. 

By G. A. Henty. With 8 page Illustrations by GtOBDon Browne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6a. 
This story deals with one of the most memorable sieges in history — the 
siege of Gibraltar in 1779-83 by the united forces of France and Spain. 
With land forces, fleets, and floating batteries, the combined resources of 
two great nations, this grim fortress was vainly besieged and bombarded. 
The hero of the tale, an English lad resident in Gibraltar, takes a brave 
and worthy part in the long defence, and it is through his varied experi- 
ences that we learn with what bravery, resourcefulness, and tenacity the 
Rock was held for England. The interest of the narrative shifts from land 
to sea, and furnishes a fit record of one of the most notable events in 
English history. 

One of the 28th: A Tale of Waterloo. By G. A. Henty. 
With 8 full-page Illustrations by W. H. OvEBBND, and 2 Maps. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5«. 

" Written with Homeric vigour and heroic inspiration. It is graphic, pictur- 
esque, and dramatically effective . . . shows us Mr. Henty at his best and 
brightest The adventures will hold a boy of a winter's night enthralled as he 
rushes through them with breathless interest 'from cover to cover.'"— Observer. 

" Contains one of the best descriptions of the various battles which raged roimd 
Waterloo which it has ever been our fate to read."— Da% Telegraph. 

The Cat of Bubastes: A story of Ancient Egypt By 
G. A Henty. With 8 full-page Illustrations by J. R. Wbquelin. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5a. 

"The story is highly enjoyable. We have pictures of Egyptian domestic life, of 
sport, of religious ceremonial, and of other things which may still be seen vividly 
portrayed by the brush of Egyptian artists."— TAe Spectator. 

"The story, from the critical moment of the kUIing of the sacred cat to the 
perilous exodus into Asia with which it closes, is very skilfully constructed and 
full of exciting adventures. It is admirably illustrated."— Saturday Beoiew. 

•' Mr. Henty has fairly excelled himself in this admirable stoi-y of romance and 
adventure. We have never examined a story-book that we can recommend with 
more confidence as a boy's i-eward."— TeacAer«' Aid. 

Maori and Settler: A story of the New Zealand War. By 
G. A Hentt. With 8 fuU-page lUustrations by Alfred FeabsSi 
and a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5a. 

"It is a book which all young people, but especially boys, will read with 
avidity."— -4 tAentfBum. 

'* An admirable book for hoy %."— Academy. 

*' A first-rate book for boys, brimful of adventure, of humorous and interestiog 
conversation, and of vivid pictures of colonial life."— Sdwolmoiter. 

" Shows that the author fs as versatile as he is skilful in the provision of healthy 
and interesting tales for boys, llie voyage out is full of incident, and the reader 
will learn from the book much of the natural history of JNew Zealand."— ScAoof 
Qxuitrdi4in. 
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BLACKIE 4s SOU'S BOOKS FOR TOUNQ PMOPLS. 

BY Q. A. HENTY. 

'Mr. Henty is the king of story-tellers for Xioyz."— Sword ai\d Trowel. 



St. George for England: A Tale of Cressy and Poitiera. 
By G. A. Hknty. With 8 full-page Illustrations by Gobdon 
Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth el^ant, olivine edges, 5«. 

" Mr. Henty's historical novels for boys bid fair to supplement, on their behalf, 
the historical labours of Sir Walter Scott in the land of fiction. "—/Standard. 

" A story of very great interest for boys. In his own forcible style the author 
has endeavoured to uiow that determination and enthusiasm can accomplish mar- 
vellous results; and tliat courage is generally accompanied by magnanimity and 
gentleness."— PoZJ Mall Gazette. 

The Bravest of the Brave: With Peterborough in Spain. 

By G. A. Henty. With 8 full-page Pictures by H. M. Paget. 

Crown 8vo, doth elegant, olivine edges, 5«. 

" Mr. Henty never loses si^ht of the moral purpose of his work — to enforce the 
doctrine of courage and truth, mercy and lovlngkindness, as indispensable to the 
making of an English gentleman. British lads will read Tfie Bravest of the 
Brave with pleasure and profit; of that we are quite sure."— Da% Telegraph. 

For Name and Fame: Or, Through Afghan Passes. By 
G. A. Henty. With 8 full-page Illustrations by GtOEDON Bbowne. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5a. 

" The best feature of the book, apart from its scenes of adventure, is its honest 
effort to do justice to the patriotism of the Afghan people."— Dailj/ News. 

*'Not only a rousing story, replete with all the varied forms of excit^nent of a 
campaign, but, what is still more useful, an account of a territory and its inhabi- 
tants which must for a long time possess a supreme interest for Englishmen, as 
being the key to our Indian Empire."— Gias^ow Herald. 

In the Reigrn of Terror: The Adveutures of a Westminster 

Boy. By G. A Henty. With 8 full -page Illustrations by J. 

SoHoNBEKG. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5«. 

" Harry Sandwith, the Westminster boy, may fairly be said to beat Mr. Henty's 
record. His adventures will delight boys by the audacity and peril they depict. 
The story is one of Mr. Henty's hest"— Saturday Review. 

Orange and Green: A Tale of the Boyne and Limerick. 
By G. A Henty. With 8 full -page Illustrations by GrOKDON 
Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5«. 

"An extremely spirited story, based on the struggle in Ireland, rendered 
memorable by the defence of 'Derry and the siege of limerick."— iStit. Review. 

"jThe narrative is free from the vice of prejudice, and ripples with life as 
vivacious as if what is being described were really passing before the eye. . . . 
Should be in the hands of every young student of Irish \n&iovy."— Belfast News. 

Sheer Pluck: a Tale of the Ashauti War. By G. A. 
Henty. With 8 full-page Pictures by Goedon Bbowne. Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5& 

** By Sheer Pluck will be eagerly read. The author's personal knowledge of tte 
west coast has been turned to good advantage."— ul^A^ncBum. 

"Morally, the book is everything that could be desired, setting before the bojrB 
a bright and bracing ideal of the English gentleman."— CAmtian Leader. 



By 
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BY Q. A. HENTY. 

"Mr. Henty ia the king of story-tellers for boys."— Sword and Trowel, 



The Dragon and the Raven: Or, The Days of Kiug 

Alfred. By G. A. Hbnty. With 8 page Illustrations by C. J. 
Staniland, B.I. Crowu Svo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5«. 

" We know of no popular book in which the stirring incidents of Alfred's reign 
are made accessible to young readers as they are heve."— Scotsman. 

" A story that may justly be styled remarkable. Boys, in reading it, will be 
surprised to find how Alfred persevered, througli years of bloodshed and times 
of peace, to i-escue his people from the thraldom of the Danes. We hope the 
book will soon be widely known in all our wi\io6\&."— Schoolmaster. 

A Final Reckoning: A Tale of Bush Life in AustraUa. 
By G. A. Hbnty. With 8 fall-page Illustrations by W. B. 
WoLLEN. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

•• Exhibits Mr. Heuty's talent as a story-teller at his best . . . The drawings 
possess the uncommon merit of really illustrating the text." — Saturday lieview. 

" All boys will read this story with eager and unflagging interest The episodes 
are in Mr. Henty's very best vein— graphic, exciting, realistic; and, as in all Mr. 
Henty's books, the tendency is to the formation of an honourable, manly, and 
even heroic character."— BirmwiflrAam Post. 

Facing Death: Or, The Hero of the Vaughau Pit A Tale of 
the Coal Mines. By G. A. Henty. With 8 page Pictures by 
Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6#. 

" If any father, godfather, clergyman, or schoolmaster is on the look-out for a 
good book to give as a present to a boy who is worth his salt, this is the book we 
would recommend," — Standard. 

"Tlie hero starts life as a 'gate-boy,' and, after years of hard work, makes 
a fortune and becomes a famous mining expert The desciiptions of pit life are 
extremely graphic. A thoroughly good book."— PoU Mall Gazette. 



BY F. FRANKFORT MOORE. 



Highways and High Seas: Cyril Harle/s Adventures on 
both. By F. Frankfort Moore. With 8 full-page lUnstrations 
by Alfred Pearse. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5«. 

"This is one of the best stories Mr. Moore has written, perhaps the very best 
The exciting adventures among highwaymen and privateers are sure to attract 
hoys."— Spectator. 

" It is pleasant to come across such honest work as F. Frankfort Moore's Hiah- 
ways and High Seas, especially as he breathes a vein of genuine humour, his 
Captain Chink being a real achievement in characterization."— Scote Observer. 

Under Hatches: Or, Ned Woodthorpe's Adventures. By F. 
Frankfort Moore. With 8 full-page Illustrations by A. Forks- 
tier. Crown 8vo, doth elegant, olivine edges, 5». 

" Mr. Moore has never shown himself so thoroughly qnalifled to write books 
for l>oys jis he has done in (Tnder HateJies."—The Academy. 

"The story as a story is one that will just suit boys all the world over. The 
characters are well drawn and consistent; Patsy, the Irish steward, will be found 
especially amusing." — Schoolmaster. 
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BY ROBERT LEIQHTON. 

The Pilots of Pomona: A story of the Orkuey Islands. 
By Robert Lkighton. With 8 page Illiistrations by John Leigh- 
ton, and a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

The scene of this story is laid in the Orkney Islands. Halcro Ericson, 
the hero, who tells his story with great simplicity and directness, happens 
upon many exciting adventures and hardy experiences, through which he 
carries himself with quiet courage. The finding of treasure-trove, the 
cUff -climbing adventures, the fishing expedition, the escape from drowning, 
the lonely Arctic voyage, the experiences with smugglers, and the trial for 
murder on a false accusation, all serve to show the spirit of the lad, while 
they carry forward a breathless narrative. And not the least charm of the 
story is its vivid presentation, incidentally, of the fisher-folk and their 
ways in these far northern islands. This is the kind of story which a boy 
would read and re-read with increasing pleasure. 



BY DR. GORDON STABLES. 



Twixt School and Collegre: a Tale of Self-reliauce. By 
Gordon Stables, cm., m.d., r.n. With 8 full-page Illustrations 
by W. Parkinson. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5«. 

" One of the hest of a prolific writer's books for boys, being full of practical 
instructions as to keeping pets, from white mice upwards, and inculcates in a way 
which a little recalls Miss Edge worth's 'Frank' the virtue of self-reliance, 
though the local colouring of the home of the Aberdeenshire boy is a good deal 
more pictureaque."— A thenceiim. 

" Who is anxious to make a present to a good boy? Here is the very book for 
him to geL"—Neufberry Uouse Magazine. 



BY Q. NORWAY. 



Hussein the Hostage: Or, A Boy's Adventures in Persia. 
By G. Norway. With 8 full-page Illustrations by John Schon- 
BERO. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5«. 

"The lad who gets Hussein the Hostage will have a real prize, for the story is 
one of the best and most original boys' books of recent seasons."— CrapAic. 

*• Hussein the Hostage is full of originality and vigour. The characters are life- 
like, there is plenty of stirring incident, the interest is sustained throughout, and 
every boy will enjoy following the fortunes of the hevo."— Journal of Education. 

The Loss of John Humble: What Led to it, and what 

Came of It. By G. Norway. With 8 full-page Illustrations by 
John Sohonbbrg. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5a. 

" This story will place the author at once in the front rank. It is f nil of life 
and adventure. He is equally at home in his descriptions of life in Sweden and 
in the more stirring passages of wreck and disaster, and the interest of the story 
Is sustained without a break from first to \s&t."— Standard. 

"Since the days when we read Robinson Crusoe no book of its kind has 
delighted us more. It is just the gift-book for \H>ya."— Schoolmaster. 

"Among books of stirring adventure we can higlily commend The Loss of John 
Humble.**— Ouardian. 
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BY QEORQE MANVILLE FENN. 

** Nu one can find his way to the hearts of lads more readily than Mr. Feuu." — 
Hottittgham Ouardian. 

YUSSUf the Guide: Beiug the strange Story of Travels in 

Asia Minor. By G. Manville Fjsnn. With 8 page Illustrations 

by J. ScuoNBKRG. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5«. 

** The narrative will take its readers into scenes that will have great novelty 
and attraction for them, and Uie experiences with the brigands will be esjpecially 
delightful to hoy%."—SeQUinan. 

HenhardOC: A story of Comish Nets aud Mines. By G« 

Mamville Fknn. With 8 full-page Illustrations by C. J. Stani- 

LAin>. Crown 8vo, cloth elegit, olivine edges, 5«. 

"They are real living boys, with their virtues aud fault& The Comish fisher- 
men are drawn from life, they are racy of the soil, salt with the sea-water, and 
they stand out from tlie pages in their jerseys and sea-boots all sprinkled with 
silvery pilchard scales."— ^^^ctotor. 

Mother Carey's Chicken: Her Voyage to the Unknown 
Isle. By G. Manville Fenn. With 8 full-page Illustrations by 
A. FoBESTiER. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

" Jules Verne himself never constructed a more marvellous tale. For anything 
to match his realistic touch we must go to Daniel Defoe."— C^mtian Leader. 

" When we get to the ' Unknown Isle/ the story becomes exciting. Mr. Fenn 
keeps his readers in a suspense Chat is not intermitted for a moment, and the 
ddnouement is a surprise which is as probable as it is BtaxtUng."— Spectator. 

Patience Wins: Or, War in the Works. By G. Manvillb 

Fenn. With 8 full-page Illustrations by Gobdon Browne. 

Crown 8va, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s, 

" Mr. Fenn is at his best in Patience Wins. It is sure to prove acceptable to 
youthful readers, and will give a good idea of that which was the real state of 
one of our largest manufacturing towns not many years ago."— Guardian. 

Nat the Naturalist: A Boy's Adventures in the Eastern 

Seas. By G. Manville Fenn. With 8 full-page Pictures. Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6a. 

"Among the best of the many good books for boys that have come out this 
season."- Time*. 

"This sort of book encouri^es independence of character, develops resource, 
and teaches a boy to keep his eyes open."— Saturday Heview. 



Gulliver's Travels, illustrated by more than 100 Pictures 
by Gobdon Bbownb. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6». 

*' By help of the admh^ble illuatrations, and a little Judicious skipping, it has 
enchanted a family party of ages varying from six to sixty. Wlilch of the other 
Christmas books could stand this test?"— «/<mma2 of Education. 

"Mr. Gordon Browne is, to my thinking, incomparably the most artistic, 
spirited, and brilliant of our illustrators of books for boys, and one of the most 
humorous also, as his illustrations of 'Gulliver' amply testity."— IVu^ 
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BY QEORQE MAC DONALD. 



At the Back of the North Wind. By George Mac 

Donald, ll.d. With 75 Illustrations by Abthub Hughes. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6«. 

** In At the Back of the North Wind we stand with one foot in fairyland and 
one on comnion earth. The story is thoroughly original, full of fancy and pathos, 
and underlaid with earnest but not too obtrusive teaching."— TA« Times. 

Ranald Bannerman's Boyhood. By George Mac Donald, 

LL.D. "With 86 Illustrations by Arthur Hughes. Crown 8vo, 

cloth elegant, olivine edges, 58. 

"The sympathy with boy-nature in Ranald Banneitnan's Boyhood is perfect. 
It is a beautiful picture of childhood, teaching by its impressions and suggestions 
all noble thinga.— British Quarterly Review. 

The Princess and the Goblin. By George Mac Donald, 
LL.D. With 30 Illustrations by Arthur Hughes, and 2 full- 
page Pictures by H. Petheriok. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Zs, 6d, 

"Little of what is written for children has the lightness of touch and play of 
fancy which are characteristic of George Mac Donald's fairy tales. Mr. Arthur 
Hughes's illustrations are all that illustrations should he."— Manchester Guardian. 

"A model of what a child's book ought to be— interesting, instructive, and 
poetical. We cordially recommend it as one of the very best gift-books we have 
yet come acvosa."— Elgin Courant. 

The Princess and Curdle. By George Mac Donald, 

LL.D. With 8 full-page Illustrations by James Allen. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6c?. 

" There is the finest and rarest genius in this brilliant story. Upgrown people 
would do wisely occasionally to lay aside their newspapers and mi^azines to 
spend an hour with Curdie and the ^Princeaa."— Sheffield Independent. 



BY ROSA MULHOLLAND. 



Giannetta: a GirFs story of Herself. By Rosa Mulholland. 
With 8 full-page Illustrations by Lookhart Bogle. Crown 8vo, 
cloth elegant, olivine edges, 58. 

** Giannetta is a true heroine— warm-hearted, self-sacrificing, and, as all good 
women nowadays are, largely touched with the enthusiasm of humanity. One 
of the most attractive gift-books of the season."— TAe Academy. 

'* No better book could be selected for a young girl's reading, as its object is 
evidently to hold up a mirror, in which are seen some of the brightest and noblest 
traits in the female character. "~/ScAooiTni««re««. 



The Seven Wise Scholars. By Ascott r. Hope, with 

nearly 100 Illustrations by Gordon Browne. Cloth el^^t, 5«. 

"As full of fun as a volume of Punch; with illustrations, moi-e laughter- 
provoking than most we have seen since Leech died. "—Sheffield Independent. 

"The tale would put the sourest-tempered boy into a good humour, and to 
imaginative young folks would be a source of keen delight. —>SM>tom<m. 
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BY HARRY COLLINQWOOD. 



The Pirate Island: A story of the South Pacific. By 
Harrt Collingwood. With 8 full-page Pictures by C. J. Stani- 
LAND and J. R. Wells. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5^. 

" A capital story of the sea ; indeed in our opinion the author is superior in some 
respects as a marine novelist to the better known Mr. Glarl£ Russell. —TA« Times. 

'- Told in the most vivid and graphic language. It would 1>e difficult to find a 
more tlioroughly delightful gift-book."— Gttardian. 

The Missingf Merchantman. By Harry Collinowood. 

With 8 full-page Illustrations by W. H. Overend. Crown 8vo, 
cloth elegant, olivine edges, 5s. 

"Mr. Collingwood is facile princeps as a teller of sea stories for boys, and the 
present is one of the best productions of his pen."— Standard. 

"This is one of the author's best sea stories. The hero is as heroic as any b<^ 
could desire, and the ending is extremely happy."— Bntish Weekly. 

The Congo Rovers: a story of the Slave Squadron. By 

Harry Collingwood. With 8 full -page Illustrations by J. 

SoHONBBRG. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges, 6<. 

" No better sea story has lately been written than the Cor^o Rovers. It is as 
original as any boy could desire."— if orniw^ Post 



BY G. A. HENTY. 

A Chapter of Adventures: Or, Through the Bombard- 
ment of Alexandria. By G. A. Henty. With 6 full-page Illus- 
trations by W. H. OvERBND. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6rf. 

** If Mr. Henty takes to writing sea-stoiles of this kind with so much vigour and 
dash in them, it is clear that Mr. Clark Russell will have to look to his laurela"— 
Spectator. 

"The experience of Jack Robson and his two companions in the streets of 
Alexandria when Arabi's rioters filled the city is capitally told. They have their 
fill of excitement, and their chapter of adventures is so brisk and entertaining we 
could have wished it longer than it is." — Saturday Review. 



Self-Exiled: A story of the High Seas and East Africa. By 

J. A. Stkuart. With 6 full-page Illustrations by J. Schonbkro. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, Zs. 6d, 

"It is cram full of thrilling situations. The number of miraculous escapes 
from death in all its shapes which the hero experiences in the course of a few 
months must be sufficient to satisfy the most voracious appetite."— Schoolmaster. 



Reefer and Rifleman: A Tale of the Two Services. By 

J. Percy -Groves, late 27th Inniskillings. With 6 full -page 

Illustrations by John Sohonberg. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3«. 6rf. 

"A good, old-fashioned, amphibious story of our fighting with the Frenchmen in 
the beginning of our century, with a fair sprinkling of fun and frolic."— T»mM. 
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BY EDGAR PICKERING. 



Silas Verney: a Tale of the Time of Clmrles II. By Edgar 

Pickering. With 6 page Illustrations by Alfred Pearse. Crown 

8vo, cloth elegant, Zs, 6c2. 

The startling mishaps and hairbreadth escapes of Silag Verney and his 

companion, Dick Waller, form the main interest of this vigorous story. 

In London, at sea, but chiefly in Holland, they are beset by divers strange 

perils which they, at last, happily overpass and retium safely to England. 

The story is told with a quaint old-world charm, and realizes the customs 

and manners of the Restoration period with great vividness. 



BY ANNIE E. ARMSTRONG. 



Three Bright Girls: A story of Chance and Mischance. 
By Annie E. Armstrong. With 6 page Illustrations by W. Par- 
kinson. Crown 8vo, doth elegant, 3«. 6(£. 
By a sudden turn of fortune's wheel the three heroines of this story are 
brought down from a household of lavish comfort to meet the incessant 
cares and worries of those who have to eke out a very limited income. 
And the charm of the story lies in the practical helpfulness of spirit 
developed in the girls by their changed circumstances; while the author 
finds a pleasant ending to all their happy makeshifts. The quality of 
brightness which belongs to the heroines will be found diffused throughout 
this whole story. 



BrOWnsmlth'S Boy: a Komance in a Garden. By G. Man- 
VILLE Fenn. With 6 page Illustrations. New Edition. Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, 3a. 6(i. 

"Mr. Fenn's books are among the best, if not altogether the best, of the stories 
for boys. Mr. Fenn is at his best in Brownsmith's Boy."— Pictorial World. 

" Brotonatnith's Boy must rank amon;; the few undeniably good boys' books. 
He will lie a very dull boy indeed who lays it down without wishing that it had 
gone on for at least 100 pages more."— North British Mail. 



Thorndyke Manor: A Tale of Jacobite Times. By Mart 

C. Kowsell. With 6 full-page Illustrations by L. Leslie Brooke. 

Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3«. Qd. 

"It is a good story, with plenty of 'go' in it."— Tim**. 

"Miss Rowsell has never written a more attractive book than Thorndyke 
Manor."— Belfast News-Letter, 

Traitor or Patriot? A Tale of the Eye-House Plot. By 

Mary C. Rowsell. With 6 full-page Pictures by C. O. Murray 

and C. J. Staniland, r.i. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3a. 6d 

" Here the Rye-House Plot serves as the groundwork for a romantic love epi- 
sode, whose true characters are lifelike beings, not diy sticks as in many histori- 
cal tales."— G^pAiCL 
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BY «IOHN C. HUTCHESON. 

Afloat at Last: A Sailor Boy's Log of his Life at Sea. By 
John 0. Hdtchkson. With 6 full-page Illustrations by W. H. 
OvEREND. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3a. 6rf. 

"As health V and breezy a book aa one could wish to put into the hands of 
a boy. "—A eademy, 

" A tale of seafaring life told with fhre and enthusiasm^ faH of spirited incident 
and well-drawn character."— Oi>«crwr. 

Picked up at Sea: Or, The Gold Miners of Minturae Creek. 

By J. C. HuTOHBSON. With 6 full-page Pictures. Cloth extra^ 3a. 6ci. 

" The author's success with this book is so marked that it may well encourage him 
to further efforts. The description of mining life in the Far- west is true and accu- 
rate." — Standard. 

The White Squall: A story of the Sargasso Sea. By JoHW 
C. HuTCHBSON. With 6 full-page Illustrations by John Sohonbkrg. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3a. 6rf. 

" Few writers have made such rapid improvement in the course of a few years 
as has the author of this capital story. . . . Boys will find it difficult to lay 
down the book till they have got to the en6."— Standard. 

"The sketches of tropical life are so good as sometimes to remind us of Tom 
Cringle and the Crwite of the Midge,"— Times. 

The Wreck of the Nancy Bell: Or, Cast Away on Ker- 

guelen Land By John C. Hutoheson. Illustrated by 6 full-page 

Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6d. 

** A full circumstantial narrative such as boys delight in. The ship so sadly destined 
to wreck on Kei^uelen Land is manned by a very lifelike party, passengers and 
crew. The life in the Antarctic Iceland is well treated." — Athenceum. 

Sir Walter's Ward: A Tale of the Crusades. By William 

EvERARD. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Walter Paget. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Za. QcL 

"This book will prove a very acceptable present either to boys or girls. Both 
alike will take an interest in the career of Dodo, in spite of his unheroic name, 
and follow him through his numerous and exciting adventures."— Academy. 

Stories of Old Renown: Tales of Knights and Heroes. 

By AsooTT R Hope. With 100 Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3a. 6c?. 

'* A really fascinating book worthy of its telling title. There is, we venture to 
say, not a dull page in the book, not a story which will not bear a second read- 
ing." — Ouardian. 

Brother and Sister: Or, The Trials of the Moore Family. 

By Elizabeth J. Ltsaqht. With 6 full -page niustrationa. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra^ 3*. 6d. 

*' A pretty story, snd well trtd. The plot is deverly constmcted, and the moral 
it «xoeUent."—Athen(Bum, 
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BY ALICE CORKRAN. 



Meg's Friend. By Alicb Corkran* with e fuU-page 

Illustrations by Robbbt Fowleb. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. 

" Another of Miss Ck)rkran'8 charming •books for girls, oarrated in that simple 
and picturesque style which marks the authoress as one of the first amongst 
writers for young peoj^le."—The Spectator. 

Margery Merton's Girlhood. By Alicb Corkran. With 

6 full-page Pictures by Gordon Browne. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d, 
"Another book for girls we can warmly commend. There is a delightful 
piquancy in the experiences and trials of a young English girl who studies 
painting in TaxiB."— Saturday Beview. 

Down the Snow Stairs: Or, From Good-nigbt to Good- 

moming. By Alice Corkran. With 60 character Illustrations 

by Gordon Browne. New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 

olivine edges, 3a. 6rf. 

"A fascinating wonder-book for children."— ^^^cncBum. 
"A gem of the first water, bearing upon every page the mark of genius. It is 
indeed a Little Pilgrim's Progress."— CAmtian Leader. 

Laugh and Learn: The Easiest Book of Nursery Lessons 
and Nursery Games. By Jennett Humphreys. Profusely Illus- 
trated. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 8«. §rf. 

" Laugh and Learn instructs and amuses ; it is the very hook for a wet day 
in the nursery, for besides solid instruction, admirably eiven, it contains number- 
less games and contrivances, with useful and amusing illustrationa The musical 
drill is remarkably good."— Athenceum. 

" One of the best books of the kind imaginable, full of practical teaching in 
word and picture, and helping the little ones pleasantly along a right royal road 
to learning."— GrapAic. 

" Every mother of children should have Laugh and Learn, and go through 
with them the excellent course it contains.*'— ./ouma^ of Education. 

The Bubbling Teapot. A Wonder story. By Mrs. L* W. 

Champnet. With 12 full-page Pictures by Walter Satterlee. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6d. 

"Very literally a 'wonder story,' and a wild and fanciful one. Nevertheless 
it is made realistic enough, and there is a good deal of information to be gained 
from it. The steam from the magic teapot, bubbles up into a girl, and the little 
girl, when the fancy takes her, can cry herself back into a teapot. Transformed 
and enchanted she makes the tour of the globe."— The Times. 

Silver Mill: A Tale of the Don Valley. By Mrs. R H. Head. 

With 6 full-page niustraticms by John Sohonbero. Crown 8vo^ 

cloth elegant, Zs. 6d, 

"A good ffiri's story-book. The plot is interesting, and the heroine, Ruth, a 
lady by birth, though brought up in a humble stanon, well deserves the more 
elevated position in which the end of the book leaves heT."—Saturday Review. 

Dora: Or, A Girl without a Home. By Mrs. R H. Ebad. With 
6 full-page niustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3^. M, 
"It is no slight thing, In an ftge of rubbish, to get a story so pure ^d healthv 
as this."— rA« Academy. 
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BY CAROLINE AUSTIN. 



Cousin Geoflfrey and I. By Caroline Austin. With 6 
page Illustrations by W. Parkinson. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. Qd. 

"Miss Austin's story is bright, clever, 'and well developed."— S^wrday Review. 

*• A powerfully written and realistic story of girl life. . . , The tone of the 
book is pure and good."— Practical Teacher. 

Hugh Herbert's Inheritance. By Caroline Austin. 
With 6 full-page Illustrations by C. T. Garland, Crown 8vo, 
cloth elegant, 3«. %d, 

"Will please by its simplicity, its tenderness, and its healthy interesting 
motive. It is admirably wntten. "—Scotwnan. 

" Well and gracefully written, full of interest, and excellent in tone."— .ScAoot 
Guardian. 



Storied Holidays: A Cycle of Ked-letter Days. By E. S. 
Brooks. With 12 full-page Illustrations by Howard Pyle. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3a. ^. 

" It is a downright good book for a senior boy, and is eminently readable from 
first to \2Ai."— Schoolmaster. 

"Keplete with interest from Chapter I. to Finis, and can be confidently recom- 
mended as one of the gems of Messrs. Blackie's collection."— 7eac^r«' Aid. 

ChivalriC Days: stories of Courtesy and Courage in the 

Olden Times. By E. S. Brooks. With 20 Illustrations by 

Gordon Browne and other Artists. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6rf. 

" We have seldom come across a prettier collection of tales. These charming 

stories of boys and girls of olden days are no mere fictitious or imaginary sketches, 

but are real and actual records of their sayings and doings."— Z/iterary World. 

Historic Boys: Their Endeavours, their Achievements, and 

their Times. By E. S. Brooks. With 12 full-page Illustrations by 

R. B. BiROH and John Schonberq. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. 6rf. 

" A wholesome book, manly in tone, its character sketches enlivened by brisk 

dialogue and high-class illustrations; altogether one that should incite boys to 

further acquaintance with those loilers of men whose careers are narrated. We 

advise teachers to put it on their list of ^r\ze%."— Knowledge. 



Dr. Jolliffe'S Boys: A Tale of Weston School. By Lewis 
Hough. With 6 full-page Pictures. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. 6rf. 
•' Young people who appreoiate Tom Broien's Scholday$ will find this story a 
worthy compaiiion to that fascinating book. There is the same manliness of tone, 
tnithfulneM of outline, avoidance of exaggeration and caricature, and healthy 
morality as characterized the masterpiece of Mr. Hughes."— iV««:a*<Z« Journal. 

The Search for the Talisman: A story of Labrador. 

By Hknry Frith. With 6 full-page Illustrations by J. Sghonbsrg. 

Crown Svo, cloth elegant, 3a. 6d. 
** Mr. Frith's volume will be among those most read and highest valued. The 
adventures among seals, whales, and icebergs in Labrador will delight many n 
young reader.**— Patt MaU Gazette. 
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BLACKIE'S NEW THREE-SHILLING SERIES. 

Beautifully Illustrated and Handsomely Bound. 



The Rover's Secret: A Tale of the Pirate Cays and Lagoons 
of Cuba. By Habry Collingwood. With 6 page Illustrations by 
W. C. Stmons. New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, S«. 



" The Rover's Secret is by far the best sea story we have read for years, and is 

ertain to give unalloyed pleasure to boys. The ' * " " 

vigorous."— iSatMrday Review. 



certain to give unalloyed pleasure to boys. The illustrations are fresh and 



The Wigrwam and the War-path: stories of the Bed 

Indians. By Ascott R. Hope. With 6 page Illustrations. New 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, Zs. 

" All the stories are told well, in simple spirited language and with a fulness of 
detail that malces them instructive as well as interesting."— ./ounia^ qf Education. 

" The Wigtoam and the War-path is notably good. It gives a very vivid picture 
of life among the Indians, which will delight the heart of many a schoolboy."— 
Spectator. 

Perseverance Island: or, The Robinson Crusoe of the 19th 

Century. By Douglas Frazab. With 6 page Illustrations. New 

Edition, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 

"This is an interesting story, written with studied simplicity of style, much in 
Defoe's vein of apparent sincerity and scrupulous veracity; while for practical 
instruction it is even better than Rohingon Crusoe."— Illustrated London News. 

Girl Neighbours: or, The Old Fashion and the New. By 

Sarah Tytlkr. With 6 page Illustrations by C. T. Garland. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3a. 

" One of the most effective and quietly humorous of Miss Sarah Ty tier's stories. 
Qirl Neighbours is very healthy, very agreeable, and very well written."— TAc 
Spectator. 



BLACKIE'S HALF-CROWN SERIES. 

Illustrated by eminent Artists. In crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 



StimSOn'S Reef: A Tale of Adventure. By C. J. Hynb. 
Illustrated by W. S. Stagey. 

This is the extended log of a fifteen-ton cutter, which sailed from the 
Clyde to the Amazon in search of a gold reef. It relates how the crew of 
the cutter weathered an Atlantic gale, discovered the buccaneer's treasure 
in the Spanish Main, fought the Indians with a machine-gun, turned aside 
the river Jamary by a blasting operation, and so laid bare the hidden gold 
of Stimson^s Reef. All is told in such racy fashion that no boy who enjoys 
a rattling sea-story will lay the narrative aside until he has finished it. 
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HALF-GROWN SERIES-Oontinued. 



Marian: or, The Abbey Grange. By Annie E. Armstrong. 
Ulustrated by L. Leslie Brooke. 

In this story there ts shown the efifect of adverse drcumstances npon 
a famfly^ of four, of whom Marian is the eldest girL She and her sister 
are dragged away from school, her brother is disinherited and sent from 
the house, and the household reduced to a condition of makeshift poverty 
by a miserly father. It is through these hard dealings that the bright 
helpfulness of Marian's nature finds its trial and its triumph. 

Gladys Anstruther: or, The Young stepmother; By Louisa 
Thompson. Dlustrated by F. H. Townsknd. 

The main interest of this story lies in the contrasted characters of two 
little girls, one of whom is kind and forgiving, while the other is unusually 
mischievous. These two characters are developed in a series of tragic in- 
cidents, by which the love of the chUdren's parents for each other is tried 
so as by fire. Apart l^m the story, there is an interesting glimpse into 
the methods by which children are caught young and trained for the stage. 



The Secret of the Old House. By Evbltn Evbrett- 

Green. 

"Miss Everett-Green's stories are always attractive, and there is an abundanee 
of innocent sensation."— Tttn6«. 

"Tim, the little Jacobite who asks his grandmother if she can remember 
Charles I., is a charming creation. So ori^al a child as Tim mast win Ui« 
hearts of all who read the pleasant iale."— Academy. 

Hal Hungerford. By J. R Hutchinson, b.a. 

"A good book for boys; well told, lively, fall of hamoar."— ilt^k^tMCum. 

'* There is no question whatever as to the spirited manner In which the story te 
told ; the death of the mate of the smu^ler by the teeth of the dog is especially 
effective. Altogether, Hal Hangerford is a distinct literary success."— <Speetator. 

The Golden Weathercock. By Julia Goddard. 

"A cleverly conceived quaint story, in which the goldea cock on the chnrch 
spire is the recipient of encnanting stories of enchanted people and places. Fall of 
pretty and ingenious ideas, prettily and ingeniously written."— Sciturday Review, 

White Lilac : Or, The Queen of the May. By Amy Waltot, 

*'One of the most charming stories of the year."— PoU MaU Oeuette. 

" Every here and there we are reminded of Mrs. Tulliver and Sister Pallet in 
the quaint dialogue of the story. . . . Every rural parish ought to add White 
LHae to its library."— .4 cadamy. 

Miriam's Ambition. By Eybltn Eterbtt-Grben. 

" A high-minded, simple story, such as Miss Everetl-Oreen can tell so w^Q."—- 
Academy. 

"Miss Oreen's children are real British boys and girls, not small men und 
women. Balw 1| a Pharming little one."— Z^itwyoo^ JT^rwry, 
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HALF-CROWN SERIES— Continued. 



Little Lady Clare. By evkltn Everett-Grbbn. 

"Certainly one of the prettiest, reminding us in its quaintness and tender 

SAthos of Mrs. Ewing's delightful tales. This is quite one of the best stories Miss 
reen'i clever pen has yet given xa."— Literary World. 

The Eversley Secrets. By Evelyn Everett-Green. 

*' A clever and well-told story. Roy Eversley is a very touching picture of high 
principle and unshrinking self-devotion in a good purpcee." — Oiuiniian, 

The Hermit Hunter of the Wilds. By G. Stables, r.n. 

" Pirates and pumas, mutiny and merriment, a castaway and a cat, furnish 
the materials for a tale that will gladden the heart of many a bright boy."— 
Methodist Becorder. 

The Brigr "Audacious." By Alan Cole. 

"A real boys' book. We have pleasure in recommending it."— English Teacher, 
'* Bright and vivacious in style, and fresh and wholesome as a breath of sea air 
in tone." — Court Journal. 

The Saucy May. By Henry Frith. 

" The book is certainly both interesting and eKciting."— Spectator, 
" Mr. Frith gives a new picture of life on the ocean wave which will be acceptable 
to all young people."SheJield Independent, 

Jasper's Conquest. By Elizabeth J. Ltsaght. 

" One of the best boys' books of the season. It is full of stirring adventure and 
startling episodes, and yet conveys a splendid moral throughout. —Schoolinatster. 

Sturdy and Strong. By a A. Henty. 

"The history of a hero of everyday life, whose love of truth, clothing of 
modesty, and innate pluck carry him, naturally, from poverty to afflueuce. He 
stands as a good instance of chivalry in domestic life. "—The Empire. 

Gutta-Percha Willie, The Working Genius. By George 

Mac Donald. 

*' Had we space we would fain quote page after pa^.:. All we have room to say 
is, get it for your boys and girls to read for themselves, and if they can't do that 
read it to them."— Practical Teacher. 

The War of the Axe: Or, Adventures in South Africa. By 
J. Perot-Grovks. 

"The story of their final escape from the Caffres is a marvellous bit of writing. 
. . . The story is well and brilliantly told, and the illustrations are especially 
good and effective."— Literarj/ World. 

The Lads of Little Clayton. Bt e. Stead. 

*' A capital book for boys. They will learn from its pages what true boy cour- 
age is. They will learn further to avoid all that is petty and mean if they read 
the tales aright They may be read to a class with great pTotLt."^Schoolma8ter. 
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HALF-CROWN SERIES— Continued. 



Ten Boys who lived on the Eoad from Long Ago to Now. 

By Jane Andrews. With 20 Illustrations. 

" The idea of this book is a very happy one, and is admirably carried out We 
have followed the whole course of the work with exquisite pleasure. Teachers 
should find it particularly interesting and suggestive."— Practical Teacher. 

A Waif of the Sea: Or, The Lost Found. By Kate Wood. 

" Written with tenderness and grace, the stoiy will appeal to molhei-s who 
have felt the pain of being parted from their children, as powerfully as to the 
hearts and sympathies of younger readers."— Jfomiii^r Advertiser, 

Winnie's Secret: a story of Faith and Patience. By Katb 

Wood. 

" One of the best story-books we have read. Girls will be charmed with the 
tale, and delighted that everything turns out so yt^W."— Schoolmaster. 

Miss WillOWburn'S Offer. By Sarah Doudney. 

" Patience Willowbum is one of Miss Doudney's best creations, and is the one 
personality in the story which can be said to give it the character of a book not 
for young ladies but for ^t\&."— Spectator. 

A Garland for Girls. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

"The Garland will delight our girls, and show them how to make their lives 
fragrant with good deeds."— ^ritwA Weekly. 
" ITiese little tales are the beau ideal of girls' stories."— C7trwtian World. 

Hetty Gray: Or, Nobody's Bairn. By Rosa Mulholland. 

" A charming story for young folks. Hetty is a delightful creature— piquant, 
tender, and true— and her varying fortunes are perfectly realistic."— TTorW. 

Brothers in Arms: a story of the Crusades. By F. Bat- 
ford Harrison. 

** Full of striking incident, is very fairly illustrated, and may safely be chosen as 
sure to prove interesting to young people of both sexes." — Guardian. 

The Ball of Fortune: Or, Ned Somerset's Inheritance. By 

Charles Pearcb. 

" A capital story for boys. It is simply and brightly written, lliere is plenty 
of incident, and the interest is sustained throughout"— ./ounta^ of Education. 

Miss Fenwick'S Failures: Or, "Peggy Pepper-Pot*' By 

£sM^ Stuart. 

"Esm^ Stuart may be commended for producing a girl true to real life, who 
will put no nonsense into young he&dB."— Graphic. 

Gytha's Message: A Tale of Saxon England. By Emma 

Leslie. 

" This is a channinjrly told story. It is the sort of l)ook that all girls and somo 
bovs like.^ and ran onlv cet eood from." — Journal of Kducatimi- 
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HALF-CROWN SERIES— Continued. 



My Mistress the Queen: a Tale of the 17th Century. By 

M. A. Paull. 

"The style is pure and graceful, the presentation of manners and character 
has been well studied, and the story is full of interest."— ScoteTnan. 

The Stories of Wasa and Menzikoif: The Deliverer of 

Sweden, and the Favourite of Czar Peter. 

" Both are stories worth telling more than once, and it is a happy thought to 
have put them side by side. Plutarch himself has no more suggestive com- 
parison. "— Spectator. 

Stories of the Sea in Former Days. 

"Next to an original sea-tale of sustained interest come well-sketched collec- 
tions of maritime peril and suffering which awaken the sympathies by the realism 
of fact. Stories of the Sea are a very good specimen of the kind."— 2'Ae Tlinea. 

Tales of Captivity and Exile. 

"It would be difficult to place in the hands of young people a book which 
combines interest and instruction in a higher degree."— J*ancAc«<cr Courier. 

Famous Discoveries by Sea and Lanl. 

"Such a volume may providentially stir up some youths by the divine fire 
kindled by these * great of old* to lay open other lands, and show their vast 
resources."— PfirtAaAire Advertiser. 

Stirring Events of History. 

"The volume will fairly hold its place among those which make the smaller 
ways of history pleasant and attractive. It is a gift-book in which the interest 
will not be exhausted with one reading."— Gwardtan. 

Adventures in Field, Flood, and Forest. 

"One of the series of books for young people which Messrs. Blackie excel in 
producing. The editor has beyond all question succeeded admirably. The pre- 
sent book cannot fail to be read with interest and advanti^e."— .Academy. 

Jack O' Lanthorn : A Tale of Adventure. By Henry Frith. 

"The narrative is crushed full of stirring incident, and is sure to be a prime 
favourite with our boys, who will be assisted by It in mastering a sufficiently 
exciting chapter in the history of England."— CTimfian Leader, 

The Family Failing. By Darley Dale. 

"At once an amusing and an interesting story, and a capital lesson on the 
value of contentedness to young and old alike."— Aberdeen Journal. 

The Joyous Story of TotO. By Laura E. Richards. 

With 30 humorous and fanciful Illustrations by E. H. Garrett. 

" An excellent book for children who are old enough to appreciate a little 
delicate humour. It should, take its place beside Lewis Carroll's unique works, 
and find a special place In the affections of boys and e\t\A."— Birmingham Oazett^. 
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BLACKIE'8 TWO-SHILLING SERIES. 

Illustrated by eminent Artists. In crown 8vo^ cloth elegant. 



The Lonely Pyramid: A Tale of Adventures. By J. H. 
YoxALL. Illustrated by W. S. Staokt. 
When General Gordon set out for Khartoum to overthrow the power 
of the Mahdi, Major Lefevre and his son Roy were travelling in the 
Soudan. One night the Major mysteriously disappears, and the lad with 
the negro servant, left to journey across the desert, come at last to the 
Lonely Pyramid of the Lost Oasis. The interior of this most wonderful 
pyramid affords a secure place of retreat when the Mahdi appears. Ulti- 
mately, the Major is found, and all ends happily. 

Bab: or, The Triumph of Uuselfishness. By Ismat Thorn. 
Illustrated by L. Leslie Brooke. 
The story of a holiday visit which Bab paid to her cousin Gladys. Gladys 
was an only child and a selfish child, so it fell out that she treated Bab 
with great unkindness. At first this was readily forgiven, for Bab was 
good-natured, but after a time there was much unhappiness between them. 
In the end, however, the steady unselfishness of Bab prevailed. 

Climbingr the Hill, and other Stories. By Annie S. Swan. 

In this story there are set forth the difficulties which meet a lad in his 
efforts to climb the hill of life by honest paths. How these difficulties are 
successfully overcome by the earnest performance of humble duties is the 
chief lesson which it teaches. The whole three stories are healthy in tone 
and skilful in treatment. 

Brave and True, and other stories. By Greobon Gow. 

The happy ending of the first of these stories is dependent upon a small 
act of kindness performed by a brave little girl. This story has a pleasant 
simplicity which will please little readers, and the others are like unto it. 



The Light Princess, and other Fairy stories. By Georqk 

Mac Donald. New Edition. 

" Graceful, fantastic, delicately didactic in its playfulness, this volume is likely 
to give as much pleasm'c to the elder folk as to the younger."— DaiZy Netos. 

NutbrOWn Roger and I: A Eomance of the Highway. 
By J. H. YoxALL. 
** The pictures of manners is perfect, the excitemeot, of the healthiest kind, 
goes on increasing to the last. It is one of the very best and most delightful 
story-books of the season."— T'oftfct 

A Rash Promise. By Cecilia Selbt Lowndes. 

" A carefully told story ; and Meg Clifford is a delightful and natural little girL" 
Spectator. 

Warner's Chase : Or, The Gentle Heart. By Annie S. Swan. 
"In Milly Warren, the heroine, who softens the hard heart of her rich uncle, 
and thus unwittingly restores the family fortunes, we have a fine ideal of real 
womanly goodness."— SchoolnuMter. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BLACKIE 66 SON'S BOOKS FOIt YOUNG PEOPLE. 25 



TWO-SHILLING SERIES— Continued. 



Sam Silvan's Saorifloe. By Jessb Colman. 

" Theie is a spirit of gentleness, kindliness, and tenderness manifest in eveiy 
lesson, in every illustration, and we might say in every pap;e of this little volume, 
which will make it an influence for good."— CAmeian union. 

Insect Ways on Summer Days in Garden, Forest, Field, 

and Stream. By Jennett Humphreys. With 70 Illustrations. 

"This book will prove not only instructive but delightful to every child yirhose 
mind is beginning to inquire and reflect upon the wonders of nature. It is 
capitally illustrated and very tastefully bound."— Academy. 

Susan. By Amy Walton. 

"A clever little story, written with some humour. The authoress shows a 
great deal of insight into children's feelings and motives."— PoZZ Mall Oazette, 

"A Pair of Clogs." By Amy Walton. 

" Decidedly interesting, and unusually true to nature. For children between 
nine and fourteen this book can be thoroughly commended."— J-codemy. 

The Hawthorns. By Amy Walton. 

"A remarkably vivid and clever study of child-life. At this species of work 
Amy Walton has no superior."- CAmtian Leader. 

Dorothy's Dilemma. By Caroline Austin. 

"An exceptionally well-told story, and will be warmly welcomed by children. 
The little heroine, Dorothy, is a charming creation."— Court Journal. 

Marie's Home. By Caroline Austin. 

"An exquisitely told story. The heroine is as flne a type of girlhood as one 
could wish to set before our little British damsels of to-day."— CAmtian Leader. 

A Warrior King: The Story of a Bo/s Adventures in 
Africa. By J. Evelyn. 

" The friendship formed between the African Prince and Adrian Englefield will 
remind the reader of the old story of the * wonderful love' which existed long ago 
when Jonathan and David made a covenant." — Dundee Advertiser. 

Aboard the "Atalanta.'* By Henry Frith. 

"The story is very interesting and the descriptions most graphic. We doubt 
if any boy after reading it would be tempted to the great mistake of running 
away from school under almost any pretext whatever."— Practical Teacher. 

The Penang Pirate and The Lost Pinnace. By John C. 

Hutohbson. 

"A book which boys will thoroughly enjoy: rattling, adventurous, and romantic, 
and the stories are thoroughly healthy in U>ne."— Aberdeen Journal. 



Teddy: The story of a " Little Pickle." By John C. Hutohbson. 

mal spirits, and when at 
B down under the discip- 
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"He is an amusing little fellow with a rich fund of animal spirits, and when at 
length he goes to sea with Uncle Jack he speedily sobers down under the discip- 
line of Ule,"— Saturday Review. 
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TWO-SHILLING SERIES— Continued. 



Linda and the Boys. By Cecilia Selbt Lowin>ES. 

" The book is essentially a child's book, and will be heartily appreciated by the 
young folk."— TAe Academy. 

Swiss Stories for Children. From the German of Madam 

Johanna Spyri. By Lucy Wheelock. 

" Charming stories. They are rich in local colouring, and, what is better, in 
genuine pathos."— TAe Tiines. 

The Squire's Grandson: A Devonshire Story. By J. M. 
Callwell. 

" The lessons of courage, filial affection, and devotion to duty on the part of the 
young hero cannot fail to favourably impress all young readers."— SeAoo2nuM(«r. 

Mag^a Charta Stories. Edited by Arthur Oilman, a.m. 

"A book of special excellence, which ought to be in the hands of all boys."— 
EducatwtuU News. 

The Wings of Courage; and The Cloud - Spinner. 

Translated from the French of Gboboe Sand, by Mrs. Oobkran. 

" Mrs. Corkrau has earned our gratitude by translating into readable English these 
two charming little Bton»B."—Athenceutn. 

Chirp and Chatter: Or, Lessons from Field and Tree. 

By Alice Banks. With 64 Illustrations by Gordon Browne. 

"We see the humbling influence of love on the haughty harvest-mouse, we are 
touched by the sensibility of the tender-hearted ant, and may profit by the moral 
of * the disobedient maggot' The drawings are spirited and funny."— 7A« Timet. 

Four Little Mischiefs. By Eosa Mulholland. 

" Graphically written, and abounds in touches of genuine humour and innocent 
fun."— Freeman. " A charming bright story about real children."— IFafeAman. 

New Light through Old Windows. By Oreqson Oow. 

" The most delightfully-written little stories one can easily find in the literature 
of the season. Well oouatnicted and brightly told." — Glasgow Herald. 

Little Tottie, and Two Other Stories. By Thomas Archer. 

" We can warmly commend all three stories; the book is a most alluring prize 
for the younger onw."— Schoolmaster. 

Naughty Miss Bunny. By Clara Mulhollakd. 

"This naughty child is positively delightful. Papas should not omit Naugktjf 
Miu Bunny from their list of juvenile presents."- Zand and Water. 

Adventures of Mrs. Wishing-to-be. By Alice Corkran. 

"Simply a charming book for little girls."— S'afMrday Review. 

"Just iu the style and spirit to win the hearts of children."— Dai/y Sew». 
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TWO^HILLING SERIES— Continued. 



Our Dolly: Her Words and Ways. By Mrs. E. H. Eead. 

*' Prettily told and prettily illustrated."— ^^uartZtan. 

" Siire to be a great fftvoorite with young children." — School Ouardian. 

Fairy Fancy: What she Heard and Saw. By Mrs. Bead. 

" All is pleasant, nice reading, with a little knowledge of natural history and 
other matters gently introduced and divested of dj:ynea&."— Practical Teacher. 



BLACKIE'S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES. 

With Illustrations in Colour, and black and tint. In crown 8vo, 
cloth elegant. 



LittlebOUrne Lock. By F. Bayford Harrison. 

There is here brought into strong contrast the quiet beauty of the river 
Thames, in its upper reaches, and the noisome squalor of a London slum. 
And it is skilfully shown in this story that there is a kind of redemption, 
both physical and spiritual, when young people are transplanted from the 
sordid city into the open he^thfulness of the country. 

Wild Megr and Wee Dickie. By Mart e. Kopes. 

This is the storv of a wild, mischievous, but good-hearted London waif, 
whose life was redeemed and her feet set in straight paths by her love of 
a little child. The author has a familiar knowledge of poor people, which 
lends vividness to the narrative. 

Grannie. A story by Elizabeth J. Lysaqht. 

For all boys and girls who know, or have known, the tender solicitude 
of a grandmother this story will start happy memories. It deals with 
a little lad and lass, and moves from town to country. Thus the interests 
are as varied as the narrative is excellent. 



The Seed She Sowed: a Tale of the Great Dock Strike. 

By Emma Leslie. 

" A very true picture of the life and pain and pathos of outcast London."— Patt 
MaU Gazette. 



Unlucky : A Fragment of a Girl's Life. By Caroline Austin, 

"The heroine is a finely-drawn character. Through much domestic difHcultj 
at the hands of a stepmother, she holds on in the liprht path, and exhibits a self- 
sacrificing nature that all would do well to copy."— TeacW«' Aid, 

Everybody's Business. By Ismat Thorn. 

chil 
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"Ismay Tliom has again given us one of her delightful children's hooka. The 
story is simply and cleverly written, and doubly attractive by ending so happily." 
—Saturday Reoiew. 
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BLACKIE'S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES>>Continued. 



Tales of Daring and Danger. By a. A. Hmtt. 

" Mr. Henty'B heroes are brare and upright, quick and keen, and their doings 
make capital reading for boYt.*'—Athen€Bum, 

** 'White-Faced Dick' is a sketch worthy of Bret Harte at his best. Just the 
sort of tales to read aloud bj the fireside on a winter's night."— Pnict Ttaeher. 

Yarns on the Beaeh, By G. A. Hbiitt. 

'* Should find special favour among boys. The yams are full of romance and 
adTonture, and are admirably calculated to foster a manly spirit"— TA« Echo. 

The Seven Golden Keys. By James e. Abnold. 

" No better fairy book than this has come our way for a long time. It is written 
with singular grace and skill; so perfect is the illusion, no child will doubt for 
a moment that it is all a true story."— CAmtian Leader. 

The Story of a Queen. By Mart C. Rowskll. 

"Miss Rowsell is an excellent story-teller; she is especially successful in 
historical tales; her chronicle of Made and her trials is thrilliug."— Gtmrdian. 

Joan's Adventures, At the North Pole and Elsewhere. By Alice 

CORKRAN. 

"This is a most delightful fairy story. The charming st^le and easy prose 
narrative makes its resemblance striking to Hans Andersen's. —S|pectotor. 

Edwy : Or, Was He a Coward? By Annbttb Ltstbb. 

« This is a charming story, and sufficiently varied to suit children of all ages." 
—The Academy. 

Filled with Gold. By Jennie Perrett. 

'* The tale is interesting, and gracefully told. Miss Porrett's description of life 
on the quiet Jersey farm will have a great charm."— (Sjp«ctotor. 

The Battlefield Treasure. By F. Batpord Harrison. 

"Jack Warren is a lad of the Tom Brown type, and his search for treasure and 
the sequel are sure to prove interesting to \yoy&."—Eiigli»h Teacher. 

By Order of Queen Maude. By Louisa Crow. 

"The tale is brightly and cleverly told, and forms one of the best children's 
books which the season has produced." — Academy. 

Our General : A story for Girls. By Elizabeth J. Ltsaght. 

"A young girl of indomitable spirit, to whom all instinctively turn for guid- 
ance—a noble pattern for girls."— &t4arduifk 

Aunt Hesba'S Charge. By Elizabeth J. Lysaght. 

"This well- written book tells how a maiden aunt is softened by the inflnenoe 
of two Indian children who are unexpectedly left upon her hxoi^.'*— Academy, 

Into the Haven. By Annie S. Swan. 

"No story more attractive, by reason of its breezy freshness, as well as for the 
practical lessons it conveys."— CAmtian Leader, 
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BUACKIP8 EIQHTEENPENNY 8ERIE8-Oontinued. 



OUF Frank : and other Stories. By Amt Walton. 

"Th^se storietl afe of the sort that children of the clever kind are sure to like." 
—Ae€^my. 

The Late Miss HollingrfoiHl. By Bosa Mulholland; 

" No book for girls published this season approaches this in the charm of its 
telling, which will be equally aptn*eciated by persons of all ages. "Standard. 

The Pedlar and His Dog. By Mary C. Bowsell. 

" The opening chapter, with its description of Necton Fair, will forcibly remind 
many readers of George Eliot. Taken altogether it is a delightful story."— 
Western Morning News. 

A Terrible Coward. By G. Manville Fenn. 

"Just such a tale as boys will delight to read, and as they are certain to profit 
hy."— Aberdeen Journal. 

Tom Finch's Monkey : and other Yams. By J. C. HuTCHESON. 

''Stories of an altogether unexceptionable character, with adventures sufficient 
for a dozen books of its size."— IT. Service Gazette. 

Miss Orantley's Girls. By Thomas Abcheb. 

" For fireside reading more wholesome and highly entertaining reading for young 
people could not be toun±"— Northern Chronicle. 

Down and Up Again. By Grbcwon (low. 

" The story is very neatly told, with some fairly dramatic incidents, and cal- 
culated alt<^ther to please young people.'*— .Seoteman. 

The Troubles and Triumphs of Little Tim. A City Story. 
By Gregson Gow. 

" An i^dercnrrent of sympathy with the struggles of the poor, and an ability 
to describe their feelings, eminently characteristic of Dickens, are marked fea- 
tures in Mr. Gow's story."— iV. B. Mail. 

The Happy Lad : A story of Peasant Life in Norway. From the 
Norwegian of Bjomson. 

"This pretty story has natural eloquence which seems to carry us back to some 
of the loTe stories of the Bible."— Aberdeen Free Prese. 



The Patriot Martyr : and other Narratives of Female Heroism. 

" It should be read with interest by every girl who loves to learn what her sex 
can accomplish in times of danger."— Bristol Times. 

Madge's Mistake. By Aknib £. Abmstbono. 

**We cannot speak too highly of this delightful little tale. It abounds In 
interesting and laughable incidents." — Bristol Times. 

Box of Stories. Packed for Young Folk by Horaob Hapftman. 

When I was a Boy in China. By Yan Phou Lee. 

"Has been written not only by a Chinaman, but by a man of oiiltRTV, Ji^ 
\>9o\i is fts lnter^tin§p to f^vUta as it is to children. "^2^ Qwtrdkm, 
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THE SHILLING SERIES OF BOOKS 
FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 

Square Itfmo, Ulustrated, and Deatly bound in cloth extra. 



A Parliament of Piekles. By Ck)RA Lanoton. 

Sharp Tommy: A Story for Boys and Girls. By E. J. Ltsaoht. 

The Strange Adventures of Nell, Eddie, and Toby. 

MOCKUUL 

Preda^s Folly. By M. S. Hatcratt. 

Philip Danford : A story of School Life. By Julia Ooddabd. 

The Youngest Princess. By Jennib Chappbll. 

Arthur's Temptation. By Emma Lbslib. 

A Change for the Worse. By M. Harribt M. Capbs. 

Our Two Starlings. By Christian Bbdford. 



By Gbraldine 



Mr. Lipscombe*s Apples. By Julia 

GODDARD. 

Gladys : Or. The Sister^s Charge. By 
K. O'BTRNa 

A Gypsy against Her Will By 

EMMA LBSUB. 

The Castle on the Shore. By Isa- 

BBL HORNIBROOK. 

An Emigrant Boy*s Story. By 

ASOOTT R. HOPB. 

Jock and his Friend. By Cora 
Lanoton. 

John a* Dale. By Mart C. Rowsbll. 

In the Summer Holidays. By Jbn- 

NBTT HUMPHRBYS. 



How the Strike Began. 

LE:iLllL 



By Emma 



Tales ft*om the Russian of Madame 
Kubalensky. By G. Jbnnbr. 

Cinderella's Cousin. By Pbnelopb. 

Their New Home. By A. S. Fenn. 

Janie*s Holiday. By C. Bedford. 

A Boy Musician: or, The Young Days 
of Mozart. 

Hatto*s Tower. By M. C. Rowsell. 

Fairy Lovebairn*s Favourites. 

Alf Jetsam. By Mrs. Geo. Cupples. 

The Redfords. By Mrs. G. Cupples. 

Missy. By F. Batpord Harrison. 

Hidden Seed. By Emma Leslie. 

Ursula's Aunt By Annie S. Fenn. 

Jack's Two Sovereigns. By Annie 
s. fbnn. 



A Little Adventurer. 

Gow. 



By Gregson 



Olive Mount By Annie S. Fenn. 
Three Little Ones. By c. Langton. 

Tom Watkins' Mistaka By Emma 

Leslie. 

Two Little Brothers. By M. Har- 
riet M. Capes. 

The New Boy at Merriton. By 

Julia Goddakd. 

The Children of Haycombe. By 
Annie S. Fenn. 

The Cruise of the "PetreL" By 
F. M. Holmes. 

The Wise Princess. By M. Harriet 
M. Capes. 

The Blind Boy of Dresden and 
his Sister. 

Jon of Iceland : A Story of the Far 
North. 

Stories ft>om Shakespeare. 

Every Man in his Place. 

Fireside Fairies and Flower 
Fancies. 

To the Sea in Ships. 
Jack's Victory: Stories about Dogs. 
Story of a King. By one of his Sol- 
Prince Alexis: or, Old Russia. 

Little Daniel : A Story of a Flood on 
the Rhine. 

Sasha the Serf: Stories of Russian 
Life. 

True Stories of Foreign History. 
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THE NINEPENNY SERIES OF BOOKS FOR 
CHILDREN. 

F'cap 8vo, Illustrated, and neatly bound in cloth extra. 



Kitty Cappoll. By L. E. Tipdeman. 

A Joke for a Picnic. By w. L. Boopee. 

Cross Purposes, and The Sliadows. By Oeorob Mac Donald. 

Patty's Ideas, and What Came of Them. By L. E. Tidpeman. 

Daphne: A story of SeU-conqnest By E. O'Byrnb. 

Lily and Rose in Ona By Cecilia S. Lownpbs. 

Crowded Out : or, The Story of Lil's Patience. By M. B. Manwell. 

Tom in a Tansrle. By T. Sparrow. 



Thinsrs will Take a Turn. By 
Beatrice Harraden. 

The Lost Thimbla By Mrs. Mus- 

ORAVE. 

Max or Baby. By Ismat Thorn. 

Jack-a-Dandy. By R J. Ltsaght. 

A Day of Adventures. By Char- 
lotte Wyatt. 

The Golden Plums. By Francis 
Clare. 

The Queen of Squats. By Isabel 
Hornibrook. 

Shucks: A Story for Boys. By Emma 
Leslie. 

Sylvia Brooka By M. Harriet M. 
Capes. 

The Little Coasin. By A. S. Fenn. 

In Cloudland. By Mrs. Musoraye. 

Jack and the Gypsies. By Kate 
Wood. 



By Mart C. 
By Isabel 



Hans the Painter. 

BOWSELL. 

Little Troublesome. 

Hornibrook. 

My Lady May: and One Other Stoiy. 
By Harriet Boultwood. 

A Little Hero. By Mrs. Mus- 

ORAVE. 

Prince Jon's Pilfirrimafire. By 
Jessie Fleming. 

Harold's Ambition : or. A Dream of 
Fame. By Jennie Perrett. 



Sepperl the Drummer Boy. 

MART C. ROWSELL. 



By 



Aboard the Mersey. 
George Cupplbs. 



By Mrs. 



A Blind Pupil. 



Lost and Found. 
rotubr: 

Fisherman Grim. 

ROWSELL. 



By Annie S. Fenn. 
By Mrs. CARL 



By Mart C. 



"The same good character pervades all these books. They are admirably 
adapted for the young. The lessons deduced are such as to mould children's 
minds in a good groove. We cannot too highly commend them for their excel- 
lence. "^Schoolmutress. 



SOMETHING FOR THE VERY LITTLE ONES. 

Fully Illustrated. 64 pp., cloth. Sixpence each. 



Tales Easy and Small for the Young- 
est of All. In no w©rd will you see 
more letters than three. By J. 

HUMPHRETS. 

Old Dick Grey and Aunt Kate's Way. 
Stories in words of not more than 
four letters. By J. Humphrbts. 



Maud's Doll and Her Walk. In 

words of not more than four let- 
ters. By J. Humphrbts. 

In Holiday Tlma In words of not 
more than five letters. By J. 
Humphrbts. 

Whisk and Buzz. By Mrs. A. H. 
Qarliok. 
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THE 8IXPENNY SERIES FOR CHILDREN. 

NaAtly bound in doth extra. Each contains 64 pages and a Coloured Cut. 

From over the Sea. By L. E. Tibdsman. 
The Kttehen Cat. By Akt Walton. 

By Louisa Thompson. 
By Mrs. Oaruck. 

Fanny's ^insr. By Darlet Dale. 
Wild Harsh Marigolds. ByD.DALS. 
Kitty*s Cousin. By Hannah B. 



The Royal Eagle. 
Two Uttle Mice. 
A Uttle Man of War. By L. £. 

llPDIMAN. 

Lady Daisy. By Carolini Stewart. 

Dew. By H. Mart Wilson. 

Chris*s Old Violin. By J. Lockhart. 

Mischievous Jack. By A. Corkran. 

The Twina By L. R Tiddbman. 

Pet*f Project By Cora Lanoton. 

The Chosen Treat By C. Wtatt. 

Little Neighbours. By A. S. Fenn. 

Jim: A Story of Child Life. By Chris- 
tun BURKE. 

Little Curiosity: or. A German Christ- 
mat. By J. M. Callwell. 

Sara the Wool-gatherer. ByW.L. 

KooPEa 

Fairy Stories: told by Penelopk 
A New Yearns Tale. ByM.A.CuRRiE. 
Little Mop. By Mrs. Charles Brat. 
The Tree Cake: and other Stories. 
By W. L. BooPER. 

Nurse Peggy, and Little Dog Trlii. 



Mackenzie. 
Cleared at Last By Julia God- 

DARD. 

Little Dolly Forbes. By Annie S. 

Fenn. 
A Year with Nellie. By A. S. ¥mv. 
The Little Brown Bird. 
The Maid of Domremy: and other 

Tales. 
Little Eric: a Story of Honesty. 
Uncle Ben the Whaler. 
The Palace of Luxury. 
The Charcoal Burner. 
Willy Black: A Story of Dobig Bight 
The Horse and His Ways. 
The Shoemaker's Present 
Lights to Walk by. 
The Little Merchant 
Nicholina: A Story about an Iceberg. 



** A very praiseworthy series of Prize Books. Most of the stories are designed 
to enforce some important moral lesson, such as honesty, industry, kindness, 
helpfulness."— ScAoo^ Guardian. 



A SERIES OF FOURPENNY REWARD BOOKS. 

Each 64 pagee, ISmo, Illustrated, in Picture Boards. 



A Start in Life. By .7. Lockhart. 

Happy Childhood. By Amfii ni 
VBNoix Dawson. 

Dorothy's Clock. By Do. 

Toddy. By L. £. Tiddeman. 

Stories about my Dolls. By Felicia 
Melancthon. 

stories about my Cat Timothy. 

Delia's Boots. By W. L. Roopbr. 

Lost on the Rocks. By R. Scottbr. 

a Kitten's Adventures. By Caro- 
line Stewart. 

Holidays at Sunnyeroft. ByANNn 

s. Swan. 
Climbhig the Hill. By Do. 
A Tear at Coverley. By Do. 



Phil Foster. By J. Lookhart. 

Papa's Birthday. By W. L. Koopbr. 

The Charm Fairy. By Penelope. 

Little Tales for Little Children. 
By M. A. Currib. 

Worthy of Trust. By H. B. Mac- 
kenzie. 

Brave and Trua By Greoson Gk)w. 

Johnnie Tupper's Temptation. Do. 

Maudie and Bertie. Do. 

The Children and the Water-Lily. 
By Julia Goddard. 

Poor Tom Olllver. By Do. 

Fritz's Experiment By Lbtitu 

M'LINTOOK. 

Lucy's Christmas-Box. 



BLACKIE & SON, Limitbd, 
LO^^DOI^, aLA«O0W, BDIlfBVROH, AND DUBLIN. 
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